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Kisses and Presents 


The next day is a media blitzkrieg of reporters and photo shoots. | watch my poor baby squirm in discomfort 
as the photographers drape him over Axl again and again We get a break and he finds his way into my lap; 
plopping himself down and kissing my lips softly. | smile and gather him into my arms kissing his forehead and 
nuzzling into him. "You doing ok sweetness?" | ask him and playfully kiss up his neck. 


"lm ok, you?" he asks smiling at my kisses. 


‘Im fine as long as you are. | love you beautiful boy," | tell him and run my hand up under his shirt tickling his 


stomach. 


"I love you too gypsy boy," he says and kisses me gently. | fucking adore those deep, gentle kisses he gives me 
when he's in an affectionate mood or feeling especially clingy like right now. He doesn't want to have to get up 


and go sprawl himself over Axl again. 


"Could you two be less disgustingly in love? | wish someone would drop down on my lap and suck face with me!" 


Duff huffs. 


"Then go sit in the lobby; you'll be covered in chicks in seconds! Besides it's not my fault something beautiful 
landed in my lap!" | object. 


"Yeah, it just landed there by accident! | don't want just some chick man, | want a girlfriend I'm tired of 


random pussy. | have feelings too; | want what you two have, just with a chick" 


"| don't know Duff, this one's a lot of work," | joke gesturing towards Slash who pouts behind his curls. "I have 


to work for every one of those kisses you just saw!" 


"Heyl" Slash protests. "Are you saying I'm too much work? That my kisses aren't worth the effort it takes to 
get them? 


‘I'm saying a relationship is a lot of work and with you my love, lately it's been A FUCKING LOT of work for 
both of us. But its worth it so | don't care ok?" | say quietly. | need you so I'd work until | fucking dropped 
dead just so | could have you. | can't survive with half of my soul ripped away; | tried it for a few months and 
every day was like dying, | don't care to try it again so I'll do whatever it takes to never have to feel that way 


again," | sigh and lean my forehead into his. 


| thought you told me you weren't very good with words Izzy, that was beautiful, you should put it in a 


song," Slash whispers into my neck. 
‘Maybe | will," | answer and move to kiss his soft lips again but he dodges me. 


"You have to work for those remember?" he jokes. | try and grab him but he slides away towards Duff 
thinking he's safe there but | jump on him; pinning his upper body to Duff's lap. 


"Gotcha!" | laugh and press my mouth to his. He gives in and my kisses are deep and langorous. He sighs 


underneath me in happiness. 


"Hey you two! Off my lap!" Duff cries and stands up unceremoniously dumping us into the floor. We don't stop 
kissing though until Doug and Allen and stupid Kurt Loder come in the room and see us making out and yell at 
us to cut out the PDA. Kurt's eyeballs look like they're about to pop out of his head. Doug and Allen quickly 


declare the shoot done for the day so Slash and | make a break for the elevators. 


As soon as the doors close Slash pulls me close and says "Izzy, you're the other half of my soul too and | was 
dying without you. Thanks for everything you've done to try and make us whole again. l'm finally starting to 
feel safe and complete and alive and it's all because of you. | love you Izzy," he tells me looking straight into 


my eyes as he says it. 


| feel my eyes fill up with tears and they run down my face before | can stop them. "I love you too baby doll, 
| love you so much!" | sob into his chest and he tightens his grip around my waist and kisses my cheeks softly 
and whispers to me to calm down. But what he said means so much to me; all of those nights spent in hospital 


chairs and calming him down from nightmares hadn't been for nothing, he loves me for it. He realizes how 


hard it's been for me too and he loves me for it. | love him and he loves me and that's all that's important 


right now. 


When the elevator reaches our floor we can't get back to our room fast enough. We spend the rest of the 
afternoon wrapped up and lost in each other. We make love for hours and although I'm still yearning for him to 
be ready for me to make love to him I'm more than happy to accept his love. He loves me for hours at a 
time pulling orgasm after orgasm out of me; | trained him well. That night, when we're both finally spent he 
curls into my side with his head on my chest, legs tangled with mine, our fingers intertwined and whispers ‘| 
love you Izzy, keep me safe from the bad dreams tonight like you did last night. Your arms make me feel so 
safe. | finally feel safe in your heart." 


"Yeah? | feel safe in your heart too baby doll. | can't control the dreams but l'm here to hold you when you 


wake up up ok? Goodnight sweetness," | whisper into his curls. 


| feel him fiddling with the ends of my hair and smile a little. "Good night Izzy, he replies and soon | feel him go 
limp and relax into my body. No nightmares that night either. 


| feel like Slash has been through enough hard emotional shit to last a lifetime and deserves some fun so the 
next night during the show | send security out with backstage passes for a beautiful set of brunette twins, 
my gift to Slash. | give instructions that they be brought directly to my dressing room after the show, no 
stops along the way for autographs. | do all of this while Slash is soloing so he has no idea. When we come 
offstage | tell Slash | have a present for him. In typical Slash fashion he wants to know where it is and can he 
have it now. | tell him he can see it but he probably wants to go back and use it in the hotel. | take him to my 
dressing room and open the door. The girls are sitting on the couch together. | shut the door behind us and 
they both get up and saunter over to us. "Hey whoa, thanks Izzy," Slash says as one of the girls envelopes his 
mouth in a kiss and the other does the same to me only she grabs my crotch drawing a gasp from me. | hear 
Slash groan and glance over and see that the twin that he's got wrapped up in his arms has already gotten his 
jeans unbuttoned and his zipper down and her hand is already in his pants. That was quick. 


‘Oh my god," | hear her whisper when she realizes how big he actually is. 


So are you girls my present from Izzy?" Slash asks. They giggle and tell him that they are in fact his gift. 


"What are your names girls?" he asks. 

‘Im Alise," the girl I'm holding says. 

‘lm Carys," the other twin says between exchanging kisses with Slash. 

"So you want to come back to our hotel room and play with us? We'll show you a good time," Slash purrs to 


the twins. 


"Oh | think we'll be the ones showing you two a good time," Carys answers running her hand down his chest. 
Slash grips her waist and kisses her again. 


"Then let us get cleaned up and we'll be on our way," Slash answers in between kisses. 


Ill be right back beautiful," | tell Alise and grab my bag and head into the bathroom. | jump in the shower, 
shampoo my hair, scrub every part of my body, run conditioner through my hair and jump out and get dried 
off. | wrap the towel around my waist and open the bathroom door. The girls have gotten Slash to show off 
his tattoos. | tell Slash to hurry up and shower so we can get back to the hotel. He takes his bag and carries 
it into the bathroom behind me. 


"Holy Shit Izzy, thats some gift," he says laughing and pulling me in for one those slow, deep kisses | love. 
"Thought you would like it. Did you see the perfect tits on those two under those little red tank tops?" | ask 
"Yeah, | can't wait to get my mouth on them," he sighs. 


| can't wait to watch you fuck that girl," | whisper in his ear and run my tongue around it causing him to 


whimper. 
| can't wait to watch you stick it in her sister either,” Slash growls, squeezing my ass. 


"Get in the shower so we can get this started|"! tell him. He jumps in and starts to shampoo his hair while | 
brush my teeth and pull on a clean pair of jeans and an open button up shirt. | rub some deodorant over 
myself and put a little cologne on and stuff all of my dirty clothes back in my bag. "See you in a few minutes 
gorgeous," | say to him with a smile as | open the door and step out. The girls are sitting on the sofa again 
giggling. They're absolutely identical with long, wavy brown hair, green eyes and beautiful smiles. They both 
have on red tank tops and black miniskirts and black high heeled sandals. They look up at me with flirty, hungry 
eyes and motion for me to come and sit with them. | walk over and flop down between them putting an arm 
around each of them. 


"So, Izzy, who sent us the backstage passes, you or Slash?" Alise asks. | only know its her because they have 
on necklaces with their first initials on them, one a C and the other an A. 


| sent them’, | say checking out Alise's tits down the front of her tank top. 
"Why us?" Carys asks. 


"Well look at these", | say putting my hands on their tits "and that hair and those eyes, and | knew Slash would 


love you too." 
"We think your both really hot," Carys says. 
"Yeah, we want to fuck both of you," her sister adds. 


| don't think that'll be a problem," Slash says grinning, coming out of the bathroom in tight jeans and an open 
leather jacket. "Let's get out of here he says offering his arm to Carys who takes it and stands up. | pull Alise 


to her feet and throw my arm around her shoulders and we stroll down the hall where we find one of our 
security people who requests a limo at the door where we're exiting. When the car door closes the party 
begins. Carys climbs up onto Slash's lap facing him and starts making out with him. | push Alise down on her 
back on the seat and kiss her slowly ,exploring her mouth and feeling her body melt in my arms. | push her 
shirt up and out of the way so | can see those perfect tits Slash and | have been wondering about and | bury 
my face in them. | squeeze one in my hand and swirl my tongue around the nipple and | see Slash watching 
through his curls as he makes out with Carys. | notice he's gotten her skirt hitched up and already has his 
hand in her panties and she's grinding herself on his hand and whimpering. He'll make her cum before we're 


even halfway back to the hotel. 


| turn my attention to sliding my hand up Alise's skirt and feeling how wet she is | slowly slide two fingers into 
her. She gasps and arches aginst my hand. | start to play sliding my fingers in and out of her and rubbing my 
fingers in small circles over the general area of her g-spot when her sister lets go from whatever Slash is 
doing to her. She's pretty quiet about it but she groans and | hear Slash, who is kissing up the side of her 
neck and ear whisper "Oh yeah baby, that's it, cum for me," 


| turn my attention back to Alise and keep kissing her slowly and deeply and letting my fingers play inside of 
her. She groans into my mouth and | can feel her g-spot start to swell inside her and her muscles clench 
down on me. Her body stiffens as an orgasm runs through it and she cries out quietly into my shoulder. | look 
up and Slash hadn't wasted any time he has Carys on her knees pulling his dick out of his pants. She looks up 
at him and says "Slash your cock is fucking huge!" 

"You like it?" he asks. "I like the way your hands feel on it” 

"Yeah | like it, who wouldn't want this? Who wouldn't want you?" 


"Who wouldn't want you? You're fucking beautiful,” Slash tells her stroking her cheek." The girl blushes and 
looks down and Slash runs his hand through her hair brushing it back from her face and he tips her chin up 
and leans down and kisses her softly. She starts to stroke his cock and he sighs. 

"Suck it Carys, please," he begs giving her those puppy dog eyes no one can turn down. Carys looks down at 
Slash's cock and runs her tongue up it and around the head. Slash hisses in pleasure. Then she took him into 
her mouth and | watched, amazed as she deep throated that massive thing! 

Alise looked to see what | was staring at and just said "holy shit!" 


Slash, who has his head thrown back against the seat opens his eyes and says "What, you Two never seen 


anybody get their dick sucked before? 
"IFs just so so BIG..."Alise says and trails off. 


"You know why l'm looking," | say to Slash who grins back at me. 


"Don't worry Izzy, she's good but you give the best head I've ever had" Carys slides her mouth down him 


again and he moans quietly. 


Carys raises her head and gives her sister one of those omg looks. "Bet you five bucks you can't take this 
whole thing later Alise. 


"Ok it's a bet," Alise says. "Are you two like together like a couple?" she asks. 
"Yeah," | answer kissing her neck softly. "Is that ok with you honey?" 


"That's so fucking hot," Alise sighs. "Is it just a casual thing or are you two serious because you obviously like 
girls too..2" 


| look over at Slash who has his eyes closed and his head thrown back on the seat panting; enjoying getting his 
dick sucked by a hot girl and smile at him. He's so fucking beautiful. | turn back to Alise. "He's the love of my 
life, my soul mate, my everything," | whisper. "But sometimes we like to spice it up with chicks," | growl and 
kiss her again. 


"That's so fucking hot Izzy, all of it," Alise giggles and slides her hand down my pants causing me to groan 


"Come on beautiful, don't stop" Slash says in that bedroom voice he has and Carys keeps running her mouth 
up and down Slash's dick and he groans and runs his hands through her hair but he doesn't push her down He 
never pushes a chick's head down come to think of it, or mine. I've seen Axl shove a girl's head down on his 
dick whether she wanted him to or not making her choke and cutting off her air supply; or move her head up 
and down and shove himself into her throat until he came in her mouth. I've seen him do that to his own 
girlfriend in front of me; | quickly left the room, | didn't want to see that, besides, how embarrassing for poor 
Erin. | push the image out of my mind and wrap my hands in Alise's hair continuing to kiss her and cup her 
breasts, sometimes moving my mouth from her lips to nipples and teasing them until she's limp and 
whimpering underneath me. She had managed to get my jeans open and was slowly stroking my cock which was 
leaking precum and every now and then she'd run her thumb over the slit and then rub the wetness into the 
head of my cock. Right as we got to the hotel she ran her finger over the head of my dick, and then brought 
her finger to her mouth licking the sticky wetness from my dick off of her finger and smiling at me. Shit that 


was Sexy. 


We pulled up in front of the hotel and everybody got dressed as quickly as they could and we more or less 
ran for the elevators. There were fans in the lobby that security was keeping back and press and it was 
crazy. We quickly jumped into the first elevator that came and rode it up to the 8th floor which was 
completely rented out by the band. | unlocked our room but before we could go in there was commotion down 
the hall. A door opened and a half naked girl was physically shoved into Duff's (who just happened to be walking 
by) arms. She was a beautiful girl, long dark hair hair, big blue eyes nice round tits that she was trying to 
cover. "Stupid fucking bitch!" | heard Axl scream and then he slammed door. Duff, who was startled speechless 
by having a topless girl thrown in his arms immediately put his arms around her protectively and asked Slash 
for his jacket. Slash handed it over and Duff covered the shaking girl up with it. "What happened?" Duff asked 


quietly. "Did he hurt you? She shakes her head and whispers an answer to him. He whispers something back 


and she nods and follows him to his room. Alright then, score one for Duff for being in the hallway at 
precisely the moment Axl kicked a girl out of his room for not letting him have his way with her. Duff won't 
be lonely tonight. If she turned Axl down maybe she's a decent girl. Maybe she'll ease Duff's lonely heart a 
little. 


"Whoa, Wonder what she did to piss Axl off like that" Alise says to the rest of us. 


"She probably breathed in the wrong direction or he didn't like the color of her underwear," | tell her. Axl's an 
asshole man, can't you tell by the way he's always ranting and raving around on stage? We hear glass break in 


the room behind us. Axl's destroying his room again | guess. 

"Yeah but we always thought it was an act," Carys says. 

"Nope, Slash says, what you see with us is pretty much what you get" 

"Well then l'm glad we came here with you two," Carys says looking back towards Axl's door. 
"Why?" | laugh. 


"Because, you might act like tough badasses but | think inside you're actually pretty sweet guys who aren't 
going to hurt us," Alise says. 


"Nah, we're not going to hurt you two, unless you ask, and then still probably not!" Slash laughs. | unlock the 
door and offer the girls drinks. They drink the red wine out of the mini bar, Slash grabs his bottle of Jack and 
stands on the balcony and smokes and | pick up the bottle of gin from the night stand and take a swig. Alise 
comes and sits down on the bed beside me and Carys saunters up to Slash who is now shirtless and runs her 
hand down his chest. He stomps out his cigarette, takes her hand and pulls her towards him. He wraps his arm 
around her waist and lowers his mouth to hers. She puts her arms around his neck and that's the last thing | 


see before | pull Alise down on top of me on one of the beds. 


| get that tempting little red top off of her and unzip her skirt and slide that off too. She gets my pants open 
again and shucks them off. Now the only thing left between us is a pair of boxers and a tiny black thong. | pull 
her down for a kiss and wrap my hand around the band of her underwear but | don't pull it off just yet. | run 
my other hand down her back and squeeze her ass. She giggles and | flip her over and pull her thong off along 
with my own underwear and throw them over my shoulder. She giggles and | begin to kiss my way back up 
her thighs. When | get to her sex | stop, teasing her, just taking a minute to savor the sight and smell of a 
pretty, turned on girl. | gently kiss the outer lips of her sex and she jumps. | run my tongue between them and 
then take one in my mouth and suck it lightly, trading it for the other one. Soon I'm running my tongue over 
her clit and up and down her slit and pushing my fingers back inside of her. She's moaning and bucking her hips 
at me and | reach up with my free hand and cup one of her tits in my hand and play with the nipple. 


| glance at Slash and he has his face buried in Carys's breasts. His hair is obscuring it but | can hear his 


Tongue quietly lapping at her ripples and she's arched towards his mouth and he moves his arm under her 


back. He moves back up to her lips, their kisses becoming more urgent and Alise is pulling on my hair and 
stiffening up in my arms and then she's coming in my mouth, and around my fingers. When | feel the tremors 
stop | slide my fingers out and move up between her legs so my cock is lined up with her entrance. "You ok 


with this?" | ask her quietly, it's ok to say no. ' 


"| don't want to say no Izzy, | want you inside me." So | very slowly begin to work my way into her, god | love 
pussy. Not as much as | love fucking Slash but this is nice too. Finally I'm all the way inside her and pull back 
and slowly grind back into her and she smiles and thows her head back and groans and grips my arms. | 
capture her lips again in a kiss and | glance over at my lover in the other bed who is very slowly and gently 
easing his huge cock into Carys whose eyes are closed and she's smiling and every once in a while a whimper 
will escape her lips and he'll whisper something to her, probably making sure she's ok, that he's not hurting 
her, and then he'll go back to pushing slowly into her. 


When he's finally all the way inside of her he stops and gives her a few minutes to adjust; kissing her mouth 
and her neck and her ears, stroking her face and her hair. He finally starts to rock in and out of her slowly 
and she lets out a deep groan and grips his curls. "Does that feel good?" he asks her. 


"Yeah, she pants and he grins down at her. 
"Yeah, how good?" he whispers to her. 


"Like amazingly fucking good!" the girl answers arching her hips up to meet his. He groans and thrusts in 
deeper. God it is fucking hot to watch him with her. His mouth moves back to her nipples while he slides in and 
out of her and she lets out a high pitched whimper. | turn back to Alise who has her eyes closed and is 
shivering against my fingers which have been tracing her ear the whole time. | replace my fingers with my 
tongue and lick down to her collar bone while | grind myself over where | know her gspot is. She cries out and 
clenches around me for a second; oh fuck that felt good. | slide over that spot again and she moans. Oh this 
one is easy, | know where to aim. | tease her for a little while, bringing her to the edge and then backing off 
and distracting her with something else. Finally | can't take it anymore and | grind myself over her pleasure 
zone hard. She grips my hair and begs me to do it again. | gladly oblige and after three more thrusts | feel her 
stomach begin to contract and her pussy starts to spasm around my dick. Not as tight as Slash but different. 
She lets out a deep moan and fists my hair and | thrust hard a few more times and her contractions bring on 
my own climax which is hard and leaves me shuddering even when it's over. Alise is still trembling with 


aftershocks every now and then too. "God damn that was good Izzy," she sighs. 


"Yeah it was beautiful girl," | reply kissing her lips and her cheeks and her eyelids and she smiles at me and 
brushes her hair back out of her face. "Want a cigarette? | ask her? 


"No," she says. "But can | take a picture of us together?" 
"Yeah sure, just don't sell it to some magazine," | laugh. 


‘| won't" she giggles and gets up and digs a camera out her purse. She climbs back in bed with me and | put 


my arm around her and she holds the camera up and takes a couple of shots of us. Them she sits up and 
takes a picture of me, laying in the bed, covered from the waist down in the sheet smoking. | like this girl, 
she's cute and she's fun 


She snuggles back into me and we both turn to see what's happening in the other bed. Slash and Carys are 
both pretty close to cumming. She's moaning quietly into his shoulder, "just a lttle more, almost there," | hear 
her whisper to Slash. She has her legs wrapped around him and he speeds up for a second and | see Cary's 
throw her head back and | see her body contract underneath Slash and she whimpers and calls out his name. 
He thrusts into her hard a couple more times and groans and he holds her close to him as his orgasm slams 


into him. Finally they both regain their breathe and look up to see Alise and | watching them. 
"You enjoying the show?" Slash says laughing. 

"It's kinda hot actually," Alise says. | chuckle softly. 

‘Iz, you picked the right girls," Slash says to me smiling. 

'| have refined taste," | answer, teasing him. 


"Can | take a picture of the two of you two 
together? Alise asks. 


"Yeah, please?! Carys begs. "Our friends will never believe this without pictures!" 


"Sure, come here beautiful,” Slash says sitting up and pulling Carys up against his chest and pulling the sheet 
up to cover her but he leaves his hands covering her tits and she giggles. Alise takes the picture. Slash kisses 
Carys on the top of the head and the girls go into the bathroom to freshen up and there is a lot of giggling 
coming from in there. Slash and | quickly do a few lines of coke so we can get hard again fast. When the girls 
come out Slash and | take turns in the bathroom and this time | let Carys ride me and Alise agrees to let 


Slash do her from the back. 


When everyone is finished for the second time the girls go and shower and so do Slash and |. Alise crawls back 
into my bed. Funny how the two girls switched back to who they were first with. | kiss her and pull her down 
so she's snuggled up into my chest. | kiss the top of her head and stroke her hair and she runs her hand up 
and down my chest slowly running her fingers through my chest hair. Slash pulls Carys into the same position 
and tilts her head up so he can kiss her lips. | smile at how gentle he is with her, like she might break. She 
snuggles into him and | notice he strokes her hair too, the same way he strokes mine. He's got a real thing 
about hair like that. It's like his comfort gesture, its cute when he does it to her and my heart melts when he 
does it to me. He reaches over and turns the lights off next to the bed and | can hear him and Carys 
whispering but | can't make out what they're saying. 


"Izzy?" Alise whispers 


"What babe?" 
"What do you think happened to that girl Axl threw out of his room?" 


"I'm pretty sure she's sleeping with Duff's arms wrapped around her and she's just fine. If she didn't sleep 
with him he would have given her a shirt and sent her home in a limo, either way, she's fine. Duff's a really 


sweet guy. He took care of her one way or the other." | assure her. 
‘Is Axl always scary like that?" she asks. 


"Not always but he treats people really badly sometimes, it's like a switch flips and he goes from nice, fun Axl 


to angry abusive Axl in seconds." 
"Does he do that to you guys?" she asks. 


"He does it to everyone. Don't ever go anywhere near him alone. All those girls lined up to sleep with him have 
no idea what they're getting into. He likes to tie them to the bed, pull their hair, all kinds of kinky shit and then 


he just throws them out and calls down to security for another one." 
"You would think word would get around," she muses. 


"It does, the girls just don't care; they just want to say they slept with Axl Rose. They all think they'll be 


different from the rest. They never are." | answer honestly. 
"What about his ex-girlfriend or wife or whatever, Erin Everyly? 


"He was awful to her. He beat her all time and once | walked into their house to pick up Axl and he had her 
sucking his dick and he shoved her head down onto him and came in her mouth but | could tell she couldn't 
breathe. She looked so embarrassed, but not him, he looked like a cocky , satisfied mother fucker, his eyes 
were saying "look what | have and what | can do to her." | just turned around and walked back out the house 
and waited. He came out a few minutes later all happy and shit and said something about loving a good blow job 
and | said "Axl you were hurting her, she couldn't breathe." He told me it wasn't her job to breathe it was her 
job to suck his dick. | told him he was an asshole and he told me to fuck off and then he went and got in my 
car and | drove him to the studio. That wasn't even an out of the ordinary day. | was glad when Erin finally 


left him. She should have done it sooner. He's really not nice to women Alise." 


"After you sent out the passes another guy came a few minutes later and tried to give us passes from Axl, 


Carys told him sorry but we were already taken by you and Slash." 


"Oh, | am sure that did not make him happy," | say laughing. “That means that the other girl we saw was his 
second choice which is probably a big part of why he was angry, he didn't get what wanted and he lost you 


two to us; that made it even worse. Poor girl, she never stood a chance." | tell Alise. 


"Well I'm glad we got your passes first, Carys and | have had crushes on you and Slash forever, tonight was 
like our dream come true." | laugh a little. 


"Not funny!" she says tickling me. 
"l'm just happy we made you two happy," | say kissing her. 


"You did, several times, you have very talented fingers, and wow do you two know to fuck and make it feel 
good." 


"Mmmm you two felt pretty nice too, glad you enjoyed yourself” 
"I did, thanks for being a gentleman Izzy, and not a jerk like Axl." 
"Not a problem," | yawn" 


"Good night Izzy," Alise whispers and moves up to kiss my cheek. | cup her face in my hands and kiss her 


softly on the lips. She slides back down onto my chest and we both drift off. 


All of Me 


Several months later 


Slash's pov 


He'll be home now any minute, everything has to be perfect. The candles, the fire, the liquor, the pile of 
cushions and blankets in front of the fire, the lube warming on the hearth. It's the first time Izzy can make 
love to me in months. Physically I've been fine for a while but emotionally | just wasn't ready to feel those 
feelings again yet. Izzy just told me to take all the time | needed, he'd be right there beside me until | was 
ready. We've made love in the past few months but I've topped. Tonight it's his turn. He doesn't know it but 
I've been planning this night for two weeks, I've just been waiting for a night for our schedules to be right so 
that | get home before he does. We're on a two week break from touring and Izzy and | have moved into a 
new house that he bought and it's beautiful. Neither one of us wanted to live in the same house as Axl ever 


again and we also just wanted to be alone. | hear the front door open and Izzy calls my name. 


‘I'm in here" | call from the family room with the fire place in the back of the house. | sprawl out on the 


cushions in the firelight so Izzy gets a nice view of my naked body in the flickering light. 


"Holy Shit you're beautiful," he says when he walks into the room; silent as a cat like always. Does this mean 
what | think it means?" he asks with a hopeful look on his face. 


‘I'm not sure what you think a naked man sprawled out on your floor in front of a fire means but I'm pretty 


sure it means sex one way or another," | answer, teasing him. 
"No shit?" Izzy asks putting out his cigarette in an ashtray on one of the end tables. 


"Why don't you lose the clothes and come over here by the fire with me,’ | say suggestively and sit up on my 
elbows looking at him through my curls. He quickly strips and kneels on the edge of the pile of cushions 
blankets l'm splayed out on and he crawls towards me; he moves gracefully like a panther stalking its prey and 
I'm definitely the prey. He puts one arm on either side of my chest and just looks down at me. He looks 
beautiful in the firelight, it gives his pale skin a warm glow and | can see the flames reflected in his eyes. 


"Slash sometimes you're so gorgeous | have trouble believing you're real, much less mine," Izzy say;s his eyes 
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greedily taking me in. 


"Izz, l'm not all that, | tell him self consioucously. | think you're beautiful, the most beautiful man I've ever 
seen” | reach up and run my hand down his chest and he closes his eyes in pleasure. "I know how lucky | am to 
have you and | love you Izzy." | run my hands down over his arms and he reaches out and and strokes down 


the side of my face. 


‘| love you too Slash, I've never loved anybody so much." | smile up at him and he leans down and kisses me. He 


kisses me lightly at first but | run my hand up into his hair and he groans and that soft kiss immediately 


turns into a deep, slow, passionate kiss. | feel so much being put into that kiss, lust, love, guilt, sorrow, joy, 
need. My own heart is being poured into that kiss and into my touch; | have my hands clenched in Izzy's hair 
and | feel like I'm holding on for dear life. Even though | hate for people to know what I'm feeling, or that | have 
feelings at all my walls crumble for Izzy and right now l'm a maelstrom of feelings. My love for Izzy, my 
disgust at what Axl did to me, sadness and violation, my joy at having Izzy back in my arms, my lust for him, 
my nervousness at letting someone touch me the way Izzy's about to for the first time in months, my worry 
that it won't feel the same, that itll be painful, my hatred for Axl, my excitement at the thought of Izzy 
making love to me, all of it pouring out of my heart and into my kiss and my touch for Izzy. There isn't any 


part of my heart that's not on display for him. 


His kisses are getting harder, more desperate and | reach between our bodies and stroke his cock and he 
growls hard. He breaks the kiss and moves up and over me settling himself on his knees between my legs and 


he lets me continue to stroke him, his eyes are closed and his head is thrown back. 


"Oh Slash god damnit.." he groans. | move my thumb over the slit on the head of his dick and rub some of the 
slick pre-cum into his skin and he hisses and whimpers. He reciprocates my touch and | jump when | feel him 


touch me. His eyes quickly look down at me in alarm. "Are you ok?" he asks worriedly. 
"Yeah, l'm just so hard for you and excited," | reply. He smiles. 


"Well, let's get this show on the road," he drawls, his Midwestern accent slipping out the way it only does when 


he's angry or really excited about something. Guess that something is me. 


Izzy's POV 


Slash is one of the most beautiful things | have ever seen naked and sprawled out in front me with his hand 
wrapped around my cock. I've been waiting for a night like this for so many months; almost a year actually. He 
and Axl had been together about 6 months and then Axl hurt his body so badly it took weeks to heal and he 
had to be on antibiotics for almost two weeksto heal the infection that developed in the tears in his opening 
and they made him so sick he could hardly eat. | had to coax food into him every day reminding him that his 
body needed the fuel to heal itself. Sometimes it would come back up, my poor baby went through so much. 
He ended up being admitted to the hospital twice and put on IV antibiotics. | even managed to talk him into going 
to see a counselor because he was getting so depressed. 


He was shooting up way too much and sitting in the dark and playing his guitar. His drinking was getting worse 
and nothing | did seemed to help. Hell | ended up going to one too because | was so angry about what happened 
to Slash and didn't know how to deal. None of the other guys in the band know though, nobody wants to admit 
they went to a head shrinker to talk about their feelings. 


Slash started to get better and as he got better so did |. Seeing my lover who is so strong reduced to such a 
weak state wrecked me but as his strength returned, both physicaly and emotionally-so did mine. Now he's 
laying in front of me, his body rippling with muscles and his golden skin practically glowing in the firelight with 


his hand on my cock rubbing my precum into the head of it and waiting for me to make love to him. | want it 
to be perfect for him. He deserves it after everything he's been through. When | kissed him | could feel so 
much emotion pouring out of him and so much desire. The emotion flowing pretty intensly between both us. 
I've been dying to show him how much | love him with my body, plus fucking him just feels incredible and I've 
missed it. | know he wants me but | know he's nervous too and who could blame him? But | also know he 
trusts me and | won't hurt him or disappoint him. I'll show him how good his body can feel again and that I'll 
never hurt him; not emotionally, not physically,not ever again which means that there's a lot of proving myself 


to do tonight. 


| reach down and gently remove his hand from my cock and lean down over him and kiss him again slowly and 
deeply | pull back and look at him and his eyes are closed but he opens them when he feels me looking at him 
and | fall headlong into those dark brown pools. I'm so lost in his eyes | forget what | was going to say for a 


second. He smiles that silly grin at me and | smile back. "I love you gorgeous," | whisper to him. 
"I love you too Izzy," he replies and | can see how much he means it in his eyes. 


"| want you to relax Tonight, | want you To let me make love to you, let me make you feel good. You can hold 

me or touch me, but you don't worry about pleasing me at all, ok?" | instruct him. “Tonight is all for you, got 

it?" He starts to object but | won't let him. | silence those objections by covering his lips with my own and kiss 
him until | feel his body relax under mine. When | know he won't argue anymore | kiss down the side of his jaw, 
down onto his neck and run my tongue into the soft spot right behind his ear which is a particularly sensitive 
erogenous zone for him and he whines and squirms. | run my tongue up and around the inside of his ear which 
draws quick, quiet little cries out of him and then flick my tongue back and forth across that soft spot and he 


groans and grabs my hair. | chuckle in his ear and say "easy now," and he eases his death grip on my hair. 
"Sorry Iz," he whispers. 


‘Nothing to be sorry about darlin, you're just excited," | whisper back and turn my attentions back to his neck 
and collar bone nipping and kissing and licking my way down them to his chest. | kiss down over the planes of 
his chest and nibble on his left nipple drawing a loud cry from him. | lavish attention on it with my tongue and 
lips and teeth and then | switch sides and bite lightly at his other nipple and he yelps out another pleasured 
cry. | move back and forth between his nipples and his ears and his neck for a little while until he's panting and 
whining and writhing under me. | lick my way down to his belly button and dip my tongue into it teasing him 
and then begin to kiss lower down his belly. 


| run my tongue down and over the dark strip of hair under his belly button, gently holding his cock out of the 
way, wrapped in my hand. He tries to press his cock towards my mouth but | tell him to settle down and run 
my tongue down over his balls and | suck one into my mouth. He makes this funny keening sound and | wonder 
if he can hear himself because it's the sort of noise he would make fun of somebody else for making; but | 
don't care | just love that he's making that noise because | touched him. | suck on the one side and then slide 
the one testicle out of my mouth and pull in the other one, sucking on it and massaging it with my tongue; 
enjoying his moans and cries. | ease him out of my mouth and then lift his shaft up and swallow it before he 


knows what's happened. | move up and down his cock mercilessly, keeping my tongue firm on the back of it and 


taking him deep into my throat. | run my bottom teeth up and down the back side of it and then take it back 
into my throat and he's fisting my hair and moaning and thrusting towards my mouth. | keep pleasuring him 
this way for a for about a minute and then | take my mouth completely away from him and he yells and 
pounds his fist into the pillow in frustration. "Behave now," | tell him and he looks at me with the eyes of a 


crazy person. 


| move back up his body and press my mouth to his hard. | force my tongue into his mouth and he battles 
mine for dominance but | refuse to let him win. | suck his bottom lip into my mouth and run my tongue over 
it and then suck it some more. | kiss him a little more and calm him down. | wait until | feel his breathing slow 
and then move down between his legs. | spread his legs and his cheeks and run my tongue up and over his 


opening and his hips buck up and he cries out. "Slash, are you ok beautiful? | ask 


'Izzy.."he growls, "you're driving me fucking crazy, I'm fine just don't stop Izzy, please, lick me," he begs and 


squirms around trying to get me to touch him, to give him some sort of stimulation. | love how excited he is. 
"You want a rim job, is that what you're saying?” | tease. 
"Yes, please, | want a rim job!" he pleads, "just please Izzy, don't stop touching me!" 


"I won't," | promise and turn back to the job at hand. | try not to look at the bright red scars left on his skin 
from the tearing, the only visual reminder of the attack by Axl, and he'll never see them thankfully. | lick 
around his hole and flick my tongue over it and push it in and out of him. He squeaks and squeals and yells. | do 
it for a long time so he'll be relaxed and ready when it's time to stretch him in a little while. | also just love 
hearing him make all of those sounds and knowing it's because of me. | finally stop and move back over his 
body and kiss him softly on the lips. His eyes are wild with lust and behind that | see happiness shining 
through. 


‘Oh my god Izzy," he pants, smiling up at me. | can't help but smile back; his grin is always infectious. 


"Sounded like you were enjoying yourself there a minute ago," | tease. He blushes, fuck, that's adorable. "You're 
cute when you blush," | laugh and lean down and steal a kiss before he can shove me off for telling him he 


was cute or blushing. 


"lm not blushing!” he complains and as | predicted he tries to jostle me off of him. | know it's coming though 


and | stay firmly on top of him. 
| lean down and run my Tongue around his ear and then whisper "Yes you were!" 


He runs his fingers up my side where he knows I'm ticklish causing me to jump and laugh which gives him the 
upper hand for a second and he fights to flip me over and succeeds and suddenly he's on top of me and his 
mouth is on mine, his tongue plunging between my lips and he runs his hand over my cock drawing a moan out 


of me. "I told you Tonight is for you now, you're cheating!” 


"I just like hearing you moan," he says and strokes me a little harder and | moan again and he smirks. | put my 


hand on his wrist and stop him from moving it. 


"You had better not do that very much more or l'm going to cum all over your hand and you'll just be shit 
outta luck tonight" | push myself up on my elbows and bring my lips back to his, | saw a nervous look flash 
through his eyes when | mentioned what was going to happen tonight. | put my hand on the back of his head 
and pull him back down on top of me kissing him as gently as | can. | break the kiss and move my mouth over 
to his ear. He's busy rubbing his erection against mine making me suck in my breath at how good it feels. He's 


smiling, enjoying playing with me. "Are you nervous baby?" 

"A little," he admits and turns his face so he's looking at me and | reach up and stroke his cheek. 

"We don't have to do it if you don't want to, but you know | won't hurt you." | tell him quietly, 

‘| want you to Izzy, if | just keep being afraid I'll never move forward and get over it," he sighs and looks down. 


| get him to look into my eyes again by putting my hand under his chin. "It's ok to be afraid. I'll get you 
through it. You know I'll make it feel good for you too," | tell him which brings a naughty smile to his face. | 
smile back and push him to turn us over so I'm back on top. | spend a long time kissing him and playing with 
him by running my fingers up and down his cock and then moving my hand away if he'd push towards it. | did 
the same thing with my dick letting mine graze over his and then snatching it away only to move back over 
top of him and grind our crotches together making him cry out and jerk his hips. | move down and use my 
tongue to tease him some more and finally when | can feel that his body is relaxed | sit up and reach for the 


lube he has sitting on the hearth. "You ready?" | ask. 


"Yeah," he says quietly spreading his legs wider for me. | open the lube and squirt some into my hand. | spread 
it over the first three fingers on my left hand and then rub a good bit around his opening. | look in his eyes to 
make sure he's ok and he's nervous but he nods at me, telling me to go ahead. | leaned down and kissed him 


gently. 
"You know its gonna hurt a little, I'm sorry, | wish | could make it not hurt for you," | whisper. 


"| know, just distract me," he begs. | start to kiss and suck on his neck and he raises his chin to give me 
better access. | move my tongue over that spot behind his ear that's so sensitive at the same time that | 
start to work a finger into him and he makes a funny sound, somewhere between pleasure and pain and | keep 
licking that spot but | glance up at his face from the side and his eyes are clenched shut and he's grimacing. 
My finger is in up to my knuckle. | stop moving it and sit very still, giving him a chance to get used to the 
feeling. 


"Slash," | say quietly, "look at me." He keeps his eyes clenched shut. "Slash!" | say again, a little more insistently, 
"Baby doll, open your eyes and look at me." His face relaxes a little when he hears me call him "baby doll" and 
he opens his eyes a little, sees my eyes looking down at him and relaxes in my arms. He reaches his arms up 


and locks them around my rib cage and pulls me down and buries his face in my neck and my hair. 


| let him hold me for a second and then raise myself up onto my forearms. "Hey, what just happened, where'd 


you go just now?" | ask him gently. 

"It just hurts Izzy, that's all” 

"That's not all, we should stop this," | say nuzzling my face down into his hair and kissing the side of his face. 
"No Izzy, don't stop," he pleads. 


"No, it's too soon, I'm stopping" | tell him and try and pull my hand back and move my finger out of him but he 


moves like lightning and grips my arm. 


"No, | said don't stop!" Slash almost growls and | see anger flash across his face. | just look down at him. "l'm in 


charge of what | want done to my body and | don't want you to stop, please Izzy," he says a little more gently. 


‘Ok, come here baby" | plead with him and he and | both move so that our faces are even. | look down into 
those beautiful brown eyes that are roiling with emotion-anger, fear, love, frustration, lust, so many things. "| 
love you," | whisper to him. | love you more than anything and I'll do whatever you want me to, but stay with 
me, here, in this moment, ok? You're safe, you're loved, | don't want to hurt you but l'm going to have to a 
little bit. tm trying to make it as easy as possible. Why don't you let me put some music on? He nods and | 
gently pull my hand back and get up to find the remote that controls the stereo system through the TV and 
runs throughout the whole house. | put on a mix of Aerosmith, Cheap Trick, Rolling Stones and Deep Purple; all 


music we both like. 


| move back onto our makeshift bed in front of the fire and crawl back on top of Slash. | prop myself up on 
my elbows over top of him and look down into his eyes again | brush his hair back out of his face with one 
hand and bring my lips to his softly. | kiss him and then look back into his eyes. "I love you so much Slash," | 


whisper to him. 
‘| love you too Izzy," he whispers back to me. 


| lube up my fingers again and start to push one in. "Just stay with me," | whisper and then my lips are back 
on his and | try to be really gentle with him but make the kiss sexy at the same time. | massage his tongue 
with mine, suck on his lips; just keep his mouth occupied. | move my kisses up his jawline to his ear and 


whisper "Do you want me baby doll?" 


"Oh fuck yeah Izzy," he groans. | sit up and start to stroke his cock, sliding my thumb over the slit and 
rubbing the precum that's leaked out into his skin and he arches towards my hand and moans and | take 
advantage of it and slide the rest of my finger into him. He winces a little but | lean down to kiss his neck and 
whisper "relax sweetness," and he does, | feel his body relax around the finger | have in him. Then | start to 
suck on his neck and the sensitive place behind his ear. He cries out in pleasure and | use it as a chance to 


work a second finger into him. He whimpers and whines but | comfort him and remind him to push down 


against my fingers, that it makes it easier. Sure enough my fingers slide right into him when he does this and | 
run them over where | know his prostate is; watching his face to catch that second when he feels pleasure 
from this for the first time in months. | stroke both fingers over it deliberately and push down on it. 


Slash's eyes close and he yells my name. | do it again making small circles on it and he's moaning from deep 
inside of himself. 

‘Oh Izzy, | mmah forgot how fucking ohhhh good that feels. How fucking, oh god damn, good you make me feel," 
he babbles in between making noises when | stroke him on the inside. | pleasure him a little more, thrilling at 
each little sound he makes. This is the lover | remember; the one who melted at my Touch, not the silent one 
who winced away from me and clenched his eyes shut tightly. This is how | want my baby doll to respond to 
me; with groans of pleasure and sweet whispered words and eyes full of love and trust. Finally | add the third 
finger, warning him that it's coming and he helps me out by pushing down against my invading digit and then | 
begin to stretch him out and really pleasure him. The stretching feels good enough but combined with me 
stroking his prostate and his cock he's lost in a sea of pleasure and | smile as | watch him whimpering and 
moaning at my touch. | just want him to enjoy himself and | want to be the one to make his body feel good. 


Suddenly he opens his eyes wide and looks at me frantically and blurts out "Izzy I'm gonna cum" 


"Good!" | say and smile wickedly, "| want to watch." He breathes hard for a second and then arches his back 
into my hand; he's stroking his cock and my fingers feel the contractions inside of his body and soon his warm 
cum is spilling over his hand and onto his belly and shooting up to his chest. He moans and pants through the 
pleasure. When it's over he's making tiny mewling noises. He reaches over and grabs the small towel he had 
brought out of the bathroom for this very purpose, cleanup. Sex is messy. | leave my fingers inside of him 
but bring my lips to his. "It was nice to see you enjoy yourself so much. It was fucking hot" 


He grins up me. "Oh yeah?" he asks 

Oh yeah," | tell him. 

"Why don't you go ahead and make love to me ; show me how good you are Izz?" he asks 
"You sure you're ready beautiful?" | ask him hopefully. 


‘Im ready," he says. "| need to start remembering how good this can feel, especially with you. Nobody feels 
good like you Izzy." 


"Nobody feels as good as you either Slash. Things with you are always amazing. | still remember that first 
night we were together and how good it felt to top you, and then when you topped, holy fucking shit! That 
fucking huge cock of yours drives me crazy! Slash just laughs and leans up to pull me down into a kiss. | kiss 
him back for a few minutes and then | pull away and line my cock up to his entrance. | look up at him so that | 


can see his eyes and his reaction. 


"Put it in Izzl" he says impatiently. 


‘lm coming baby,"! answer smiling as | lube up my dick | push the head of my cock against his opening and 
watch as it slides in easily and Slash gasps. | quickly look up at him and he actually looks happy. 


"More Izzy, | want to feel all of youl" he begs. 


"You had better slow your roll there lover boy, we're not all hung like you but mine's pretty damn decent and 
you haven't done this for a while," | tell him while pushing more of myself inside of him. He squirms and pants 
and groans until I'm all the way inside of him and as predicted | had to stop a few times because it was 
hurting him. When l'm settled inside of his tight hole | sit still and look at him and he's breathing slowly and 
deeply, trying to adjust to the invasion of his body. His muscles are still spasming a 


little inside too. 
"How does that feel gorgeous?" | ask him. 


"Is good Izzy, it's like the first time again only now | know what comes after this part so I'm not scared," he 


breathes. 


"Were you really scared then? | mean | could tell you were a little from your eyes; you looked scared like 


nervous scared but not afraid." 


| was scared Izzy, but you hadn't lied to me about anything that had happened up to that point and | wanted 
you fucking bad by that time and | was still really confused by what was happening anyway. But you were so 
good to me Izzy and your eyes were sincere, so | just went with it. Turned out to be the best move I've ever 
made," he says and smiles up at me nervously, a little afraid of my reaction We've never really talked about 


that night. 
| smile back at him and he relaxes when my lips move back down to his. "| was scared too," | admit to him. 


"Fuck, of what Izzy? | was the one who'd never done it with a guy before!" he exclaims and looks at me waiting 


for the answer. 


"That you wouldn't like it, that you were going freak out and punch me and tell all of the others, that you 
would make me quit and never talk to me again. I'd been watching you for a while, a long while and | didn't think 


you would do any of those things but you never know for real until you're in that moment you know? 


He smiles and runs his hand up my neck and strokes my cheek. "I'm glad | didn't do any of those things,” says 

quietly. "| love you Izzy," he whispers and he looks so vulnerable, but so sincere at the same time, | can't even 
respond because my throat tightens up and tears spring up in the corner of my eyes. He sees them and pulls 
me down and back to his lips; his body comforting me this time but | take back control of the kiss and of him 
when | slide back out of him a little and gently rock back into him. 


He gasps when | move and reflexively grabs onto me where his hands are at that second which leaves him 


clinging to my hair and my back. He leaves the hand in my hair where it is but pulls his left arm back and 


reaches for my hand. | twine my fingers through his but neither one of us is comfortable so takes his hand 
out of my hair and his right hand reaches for my left one. This effectively leaves him pinned to the bed which 
if it had been me after the whole thing with Nikki would have left me feeling trapped and out of control to the 
point of freaking out. | look down at him questioningly but he looks back at me with eyes full of trust mixed 
with carnal energy so hot it almost burns. "Now fuck me Izzy," he says and | oblige him sliding almost all the 


way out of him and then pushing back in until I'm buried to the hilt inside of him. 


He groans and moves his hips along with mine as | thrust again intensifying the sensation for both of us. | 
pause and look down at him. He looks up at me with a look that clearly questions my sanity at stopping 
something that felt so good. "I love you too", | tell him, starting to move again and continuing to move while | 
talk to him. "Im gonna make you feel so good tonight Slash," | whisper and he shudders when he feels my 
breath on his ear. | run my tongue around his ear and lick behind it and smile when he jumps and cries out. | 
continue to torment him, sucking gently on the spot my tongue had been licking. He moans and squeezes both 


of my hands tightly. 


| kiss down the rest of his neck and down his collar bone and then back up; kissing and licking my way back to 
his ear and suckling the skin just under and behind it as | slide in and out of him and he grips my hands so 
tightly | think my fingers might break and groans my name. | never stop moving in and out of him as | move 
and kiss his jaw bone and work my way up to his lips. He pulls me into his lips hungrily and I'm pretty sure I've 
died and gone to heaven when | feel how much he wants me in that kiss. | let myself get lost in his lips for a 
while, enjoying the passion and need behind it and | kiss back just as hard, just as full of lust ,and love and 
passion and need. He feels so good , he's so tight, it feels like fucking him for the first time not the 500th. 


For us though it is all new again only better. I've been moving slowly in and out of him this whole time, making 
sure | slid over his prostate with every thrust but not hitting it too hard, | wanted this to last for a while. | 
finally pull myself away from his mouth with a moan and look down at him. "You're so fucking beautiful," | pant, 
struggling to pull air back to into my lungs and smiling at how good it is to look down and see him under me 


agai n. 


He must be thinking along the same lines because he smiles back at me and it thrills me to see his face light 
up this way after seeing so much hurt in him for so long. "Izzy," he moans as | slide back into him, "You feel 
so fucking good and he closes his eyes as | move out and then back into him brushing over that sensitive spot 


inside of him and feeling him spasm a little around me and whimper. 


| stop moving for a second and his eyes fly open "Don't stop Izzy, | need you so much, please don't fucking 
stop," he begs and | laugh at how he's almost throwing a tantrum like a kid not getting what he wants. 


"Don't worry baby, | won't stop," | whisper and start to move again, slowly, drawing it out on purpose and 
making him sigh and shiver and | hear myself hiss with pleasure. "I'm just glad to have you back and to be 
making love to you again Fuck your tight ass feels good around my cock!" | say just as | drive the head of my 
dick across his prostate a little harder and he clenches down on me again. "You like that gorgeous? You like it 


when | fuck you like that?" 


"Yes, but please, move faster, | want it harder and faster," he pleads. 


"Then | need my hands baby doll," | tell him and he reluctantly lets go of me so | can balance myself above 
him. He wraps his arms around me and runs one of his hands up into my hair and one down to squeeze my 
ass making me cry out at the unexpectedness of it and he chuckles under his breath at my jumpiness. "So you 
want it harder and faster huh? | ask him as | kiss his neck and he tips his chin up so | can run my tongue up 


his throat and over his ear. 
"Please." he groans back as | flick my tongue over the sensitive spot behind his ear. 


‘Mmmmm like this?" | ask him suddenly thrusting into him hard and | pull almost all the way out and do it 


again. 
"Izzy!" he cries out. "Harder Izzy, please harder! 


"How hard do you want it? | ask while | torment him by slowing down. "You had better tell me.. or | won't be 


able to do it," | tease him and smile at him and he squirms underneath me growling at my teasing him. 


"As hard as you can give it to me! Fuck me Izzy, | need you to fuck me hard!" he answers through clenched 
teeth as | slide slowly and deliberately in and out of him and stare into his eyes which are starting get 
desperate. 


"Fuck you don't know how long I've wanted hear you say that, probably about Il months or so, whenever the 
last time you begged me to fuck you was!" | pant, he's got me so excited it's all | can do not to lose it fucking 
him slowly. | breathe deeply a few times and get control of myself. Slash laughs underneath me and his laugh 
turns into a deep moan as | wrap my hand around his cock. | smear the precum off of the tip and put my 
finger in my mouth. He watches me with desperation in his eyes. "Fuck | love the way you taste," | whisper to 
him. He just whimpers in reply when | wrap my hand back around his throbbing shaft. "Ready to get fucked 
baby doll?" 


"Yes!" he pants. "Fuck me Izzy!" 

| start to pound in and out of his body as hard and fast as | can and he yells out a slew of curse words that 
would make even Duff blush. In a few seconds he's just groaning my name and panting. Shit this is going to 
leave bruises on both of us, oh well. They'll be bruises he asked for, not ones that had been forced upon him. | 
remember my hand is on his cock and begin to stroke it but he takes over that himself when he sees I'm 
having trouble balancing myself while giving it to him so hard and stroking him at the same time. He runs his 
other hand up into my hair and fists it hard. He's so close; his eyes are wild and his cock is twitching in his 
hand. "Just a little more Izzy," he whimpers and | slam into him hard; knowing my dick just hit his prostate and 
then slid over it. He cries out my name and pulls me closer to him so he can bury his face in my neck; fuck, | 
love to hear him call my name when he gets off, to know | did that to him. Then l'm lost, | hear Slash yelling 
my name and arching up into me and the warm wetness of his cum shooting onto my chest and stomach as 
he cries out my name. | give him what more | can as | yell and explode inside of him, his tightness contracting 


around me and hearing him call out my name and cum for me threw me into an orgasm like | haven't had 


since | was a teenager. | can barely breathe or control my hips. "Fuck Slash," | manage to get out as one spasm 
lets go and another takes over. | thrust into him until | can't move anymore and | goes limp in his arms, spent 
and exhausted. . 


Slash holds me close to him and | lower my forehead down until it's touching his and then softly kiss his sweet 
lips. "I love you so much Izzy. That was amazing; thanks for getting me through it" 


"Baby doll, I'll get you through whatever you need help with in life. l'm here for you, | love you. You never have 
to go through anything alone ever again, ok?" | whisper to him. 


"Yeah," he nods and looks down. "I'm here for you too baby, for anything. | wish.." He trails off. 
"What gorgeous?" 


| wish when | fucked our relationship up so bad with Axl you had been there to listen, why wouldn't you let 
me explain? | don't even know how it happened really Izzy, | was just in the kitchen trying to make coffee and 
then was there behind me, covering my mouth with his hand down my pants and | hadn't gone to the 
bathroom yet so | was still hard and then you were there and all | wanted was to take back what you had 
seen, for it never to have happened and | would have done anything so you wouldn't be hurt. The look on your 
face when you saw that just broke my heart because | could see in your eyes that your heart was broken 
Then you wouldn't talk to me about it, not even when | sat outside your door crying for hours. You were so 
mean, you even kicked me once and told me to get away from your door. It killed me Izzy and | couldn't even 
tell you that nothing happened! And Axl kept showing up, trying to comfort me or offer some kind of sexual 
favor, finally | just went with him, slept with him because you had shut me out of your life, and nothing | said 
or did would change your mind. Even when | was with him all | could think about was how | wished he was you. 
I'm was so fucked up |zz. You want to know what bothers me the most though? The one thing | can't figure 
out? | came when he was ra..you know. What the fuck is wrong with me? | didn't want that, | didn't want him; 
but what if | did in some sick fucked up way?" He's sobbing now and | roll us over so that l'm laying on my 
back and his head is on my chest and he buries his face in my neck sobbing. | wrap my arms around him 


tightly and stroke his soft curls. 


"Nothing is wrong with you baby, that's a perfectly normal reaction Your body's just responding to something 
it normally likes, it's also panicking; subconsciously you're hoping that if you cum itll be done with. There's 


nothing wrong with you honey. It's ok sweetness." 


"I just felt so disgusting, screaming and bleeding while I'm laying there in a pool of my own cum until you and 


Duff came and got me out of there." 


The sobs start up again and | want to comfort him enough to make them stop so badly but | know he needs to 
cry it out. "Shh baby doll, it's ok, I've got you, | love you." | continue to stroke his hair and whisper to him and 
finally he settles down some. | try and steer the subject in a slightly different direction "What were you 

fighting about that night?" | ask him. "I couldn't hear what you two were saying, just a lot of yelling and bodies 


being slammed into the wall and then those horrible broken screams from you...” 


"We were fighting about you Izzy," he whispers. "Axl said he saw me looking at you during the show and he 
knew | was still in love with you. | denied it and he backhanded me with those rings and it just escalated. He told 
me that | was nothing but a bitch so | was gonna get fucked like one. So he just shoved his dick into me holding 
my arms down and he shoved really hard to the right so he'd make sure he tore my skin. It hurt so much 
Izzy, | screamed and he told me to to shut up and take it. He pushed that way a couple more times and | could 
feel myself tearing more and then he just started to fuck me as hard as he could and the pain was so awful 
but he'd beaten me so badly while were were fighting that | couldn't even try to turn myself over because 
my ribs hurt so much; | could hardly breathe without pain shooting through them, everything was just a blur 
of pain. Then suddenly Duff and you burst into the room and Duff threw Axl across the room into the wall 
and you guys took me out of there." | can feel Slash trembling in my arms as he finishes his story and | pull a 


blanket over us and hold him close to my heart and try my best to soothe him. 


‘I'm so sorry baby," | whisper and start to cry. "I'm so sorry | cut you out like that, | should have just 
listened, if | had just opened the door one time and listened to you this wouldn't have happened. If | hadn't been 


so focused on myself, if | just heard how much you were hurting too none of this would have happened” 
"Izz, you didn't do it, it was Axl. Axl was the one who hurt me." 


"Yeah Slash, but you wouldn't have been with him if | had let you back in. He took the one thing | had in the 
world | loved the most-you, the only pure thing | had and he made sure he took the innocence out of you 
before throwing you back to me and have no doubt that's exactly what he did. | just wish it was me he hurt 
instead of you, oh god, my poor baby," | sob. | grip him tighter as if | can squeeze the pain out of him and 
breathe deeply, regaining control of my voice. "| came when Nikki raped me too, twice. | thought there was 
something fucking wrong with me too. | finally broke down and went to a counselor when you guys thought | 
had a job. | did have a job | just wasn't working double shifts all the time like | told you. He told me that what 
happened to me was perfectly normal, that your body can't help it's normal reaction. I'm just so sorry that 


happened to you baby doll," | whisper. 


"Do you still love me even though l'm not so innocent anymore?" Slash asks me, his voice shaking and his eyes 


filling with tears. 


"Beautiful," | say cupping his face, "I will love you until the day that | die no matter what. Nothing could take 


my heart away from you or make me love you less," | promise him. 
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"Good, because you stole my heart the first time you made love to me, | just wasn't ready to admit it," he 
says smiling softly. 


"Slash, did you love Axl?" | whisper, almost afraid of the answer." 
Slash sighs deeply. "Love him? Not the way | love you. It was more like | was infatuated with him. He's 


interesting you know, magnetic almost, he sucks you into his world and you can't get out but you can't make 


him happy either. | tried to be a good boyfriend, to be considerate and kind, and give him whatever he wanted 


but it was never enough. We'd play a good show and I'd compliment him and he'd just go off into some kind of 
tantrum about the audience or my playing or somebody else's playing, just anything. He can't just take a 


compliment. He always has to turn or twist it around into something negative. 


You know after a show how | just like to get drunk, fuck, and chill the hell out with people or my guitar, just 
something relaxing, fun, mellow, you know? He couldn't just let me have that, he'd always want to start a fight 
when we got back to the hotel and then have this angry rough sex. You know | don't like to get hurt or hurt 
anybody else while I'm doing it but he would make me pull his hair so hard | was afraid | was going to pull it 
out. He'd pull my hair and make me scream and then he'd laugh. He'd squeeze my dick really hard if | didn't do 
exactly what he wanted. He'd start fights so he could slap me around, kick me, punch me, but then afterwards 
he'd come crawling back to me, sobbing and crying and telling me how sorry he was and how much he loved 
me and begging me to forgive him. Then he'd be so gentle with me and make love to me the way | liked; soft, 
easy, not hurting me. God it was so hard to figure out right and wrong and how he really felt and how | felt. 


We weren't just arguing about you that night he attacked me either; he was also mad because | fucked a chick 
backstage. God damnit | was tired of getting yelled at and smacked around and | just wanted some pussy. | just 
wanted to feel something soft and warm and sweet and this girl was gorgeous and she was throwing herself at 
me from the minute she came backstage. Blonde, nice tits, Tiny little dress with no underwear. She was sitting 
on my lap next to the table with the liquor on it and we were playing cards with Duff and some girl he picked 
up, cute little red head, anyway this girl on my lap, Amy Lynn, she was letting me finger her under the table. 
Duff and his red head decided to "go for a walk" so when they were gone | stopped playing around and got 
Amy to cum before they even got out the door. So | took her out in the hallway to some dark little room and 
fucked her. 


| fucked her for over an hour. It was great. She was just soft and pretty and not whiny and she was so tight 
and wet and hot..ch my god lz, it was such a relief to be with someone who was enjoying themselves just as 


much as | was and there was no emotional baggage. | came 3 fucking times! 


"What about her?" Izzy asks, a wicked gleam in his eye. "Its hot to hear about you fucking chicks. It was hot 


to watch you fuck one a few weeks ago." 


"She came five or six times and it was hot to watch you too and this time you didn't cum on my leg unlike 


that time when we shared a girl in the storage space!" he laughs. 
"Ok, next time I'll cum in your mouth, how about that?" | propose. 


‘Mmmmm sounds nice to mel" he says and smiles. | lean over to kiss Slash again and the kiss quickly deepens 
and pretty soon we're dry humping, rubbing our hard cocks together. | know there's going to be no stopping so 
| ask him "You want top or bottom?" 


"Bottom if it's ok," he says surprising me. "I haven't been able to feel you make love to me for so long; | want 
to feel you again. I've missed you. I've missed feeling you inside of my body Izzy and giving myself over to you 
completely.” 


Those brown eyes are totally focused on my grey ones and are filled with longing. How could | say no? Why 
would | want to? I've been waiting months for this; to bury my dick in his tight little hole. To be able show him 
with my body how much | love him. He's still stretched out so | just lube myself up a little and push into him. 
| don't have to take it slow and start and stop this time; this time | fill him in one slow push. He groans under 
me and a beautiful smile spreads across his face. | pull back and thrust in again slowly, gently, the way he likes 
it in the beginning, watching his face. He breathes in deeply. "Oh fuck Izzy," he moans working his hips with 


mine to get me in deeper. 
"Slash, you're so beautiful like this, all spread out underneath me; just so fucking perfect," | sigh. 


"I think you're beautiful too Izzy. | love looking at the contrast of your black hair against your white shoulders 
and those smoky grey eyes," he coos. | just smile and lean down to trail kisses down the lean, hard surface of 
his chest. | take his nipple into my mouth, tormenting it with my tongue and my teeth. | lick upwards and suck 
on the sensitive spot behind his ear and he lets out a frenzied cry this time now that l'm not doing anything 
that's hurting him. | wonder if Axl knew how to touch him; if he knew all of the little spots on Slash's body 
that are erogenous zones? Probably not, Axl's not about giving when it comes to sex, he wouldn't have 


bothered to take the time to explore his lover's body and find out what turned him on. 


| keep moving inside of Slash and move up to kiss his lips. He immediately surrenders his sweet mouth to me 
and | swirl my tongue around the inside and then caress his tongue with my own. He brings his hands up into 


my hair and gently fists and unfists it. | move over to his ear so | can whisper into it "I love you so much." 


"| love you too Izzy," he pants back, "more than anything in the world" I'm starting to feel my orgasm building 
up within me and | look into Slash's eyes and his are starting to get that wild look in them. 


‘lm getting close Izzy, touch my cock," he pleads and | wrap my hand around his long, thick, cock. He's so big, 
l'm not small by any means but Slash is packing. The first time | saw it up close, and not just from across the 
room my mouth dropped open. | couldn't believe something that good, that beautiful, that big, was going to be 


mine. 
"Slash, I'm, baby, I'm pretty close too," | pant. 


"Good, cum with me, just watch my eyes," he breathes. So | do; | stare into his eyes and continue thrusting in 
the gentle, steady rhythm | started in the beginning. | feel the buildup getting more intense and my balls are 
getting tight. Slash's cock is starting to twitch and throb in my hand and | slide his foreskin back a little (yeah, 
he's uncut) and slide my thumb over his slit, smearing his precum over the head of his cock and then 
continue to stroke him only now | pay a little more attention to the head since it's slicked up. He moans and 
says "Ok Izzy, any second now.." No shit any second now, his body is twitching and spasming around my cock 
and he's so tight and hot. Suddenly Slash's back arches and he's shooting jets of hot, white cum onto his 
stomach and chest. Finally | can let go and | yell out his name and blow my load in his ass. Both of our orgasms 


are long and hard and | love the feeling that his ass is milking me dry. 


I'm so happy to be back here with the man | love, in his arms, inside his body, making him feel pleasure. The 
pleasure he gives me is indescribable. No one has ever made me feel the way he does. At some point | realize 
that in addition to cumming l'm sobbing, Slash throws his arm around my neck and pulls me to lay down on his 
chest. That's when | realize he's crying too. | guess the emotions of everything have finally gotten to both of 
us. We might be crying and there might be some pain behind those tears but mostly we're crying because we 


both feel complete; finally, after so long we're both complete again 


We're both starting to get drowsy and Slash pulls one of blankets in the pile over both of us and pulls me 
over to him. | lay with my head on his chest feeling happier than | have in months. Slash strokes my hair and 
says "Thanks Izzy, | love you." 


"No, thank you. It's nice to have you back. | love you too," | reply. He squeezes me and hands me a cigarette. 
We both lay back and smoke and then | snuggle back into his arms and we drift into sleep. 


There's a knock on the door later that night. Slash sleeps right through it. | disentangle myself from him, grab 
my jeans and pull them on and go to answer the door. Our lights are still on because we both just passed out 
after the sex. Duff and Matt are at the door. They probably thought we were still up because the lights are 
on. "What do you fuckers want? 

"Some coke if you've got any to sell," Duff answers. 

Yeah, come on in. | open the door and they walk in both of them glancing at Slash who's still asleep in the 
family room in front of the fire rolled up in a blanket and curled up around my pillow. Matt grabs a pillow off 
of the pile and moves towards Slash with it to whack him over the head and wake him up. 

"Don't you dare wake him up!" | hiss at Matt who turns to me with a look that says | ruined his fun. 

"Why not? He'll be so pissed itll be great!" 


"No, he needs to sleep, if you wake him up itll take forever for him to fall asleep again, he's a total insomniac. 
If he wakes up he'll shoot up again too trying to go back to sleep. Better if he doesn't. When he finally does 
actually sleep | want him to stay that way for as long as possible! 


"You know you two stay up fucking all night anyway!" Matt protests. 

"Not all night." | joke back. "We stopped a couple of hours ago!" 

"Well if that's true then all is finally right with the world," Duff says. "| was so afraid you were going to push 
him away Izzy and not take him back. | don't know what he would have done if you hadn't been there for him. 
But it looks like things are going pretty well," he says looking at the makeshift bed and the fire in the fireplace 


and my lover naked and asleep in the middle of it all. 


| sigh deeply and push my hair out of my face. "Duff, | never stopped loving him; when | saw him so broken | 


had to let go of my stupid pride, if | had done that earlier none of this would ever have happened. | feel like 
what happened is my fault; if | had just listened to him, and taken him back and forgiven him, Axl would never 
have had any opportunity to hurt him in any way." 


"Don't be so sure of that Izzy, Axl always finds a way to get what he wants eventually. If he wanted to hurt 
you through Slash, he'd have found a way no matter what." | just stare at the floor and glance back over at 
Slash, who's still breathing deeply and evenly and sleeping a wonderful sex induced sleep. | smile as | think about 
what happened earlier, and how he wanted me to me make love to him twice and how we both cried 
afterwards because it was the final step in making our relationship complete again. He 'd been making love to 
me for a while but until his body healed | couldn't make love to him. | wanted to so badly, to show him with 
my body how | felt about him in my heart. When | came that second time deep inside of him it was as if my 
heart exploded with light. All | could feel was how much | loved him. | couldn't have asked for a better night. | 
look back up at Duff. "I don't know Duff, all | know is | love him more than anything in the world and if anyone 
tries to hurt him again | will kill them." Duff smiles. 


"That's what | was hoping you would say. You two need each other. Its like you're two halves of one person, it 


takes both of you to be whole," Duff says quietly. 


| nod. "I won't forget that ever again, | didn't realize how much my heart was bleeding until | had him back. He's 
everything to me." 


"Good, because | know you're everything to him. He sat in front of your bedroom door for weeks crying when 
you two broke up the first time. He wouldn't eat, he wouldn't sleep, all he would do is shoot up and cry." 


"I know, | was so awful to him" | breathe in deeply, trying not to cry again. "Here's your coke," | say handing 
Duff a baggie of white powder. Duff hands me some money and he and Matt say good night. Duff hugs me at 
the door and says "You're doing a good job with him lzz, keep it up" When they're gone | drop my pants back 
on the floor and flip the light off. | crawl back into bed beside my beautiful lover and wrap my arms around 
his warm body. He doesn't wake up but he moves closer to me, towards the warmth of my body. His head is 
right under my chin and | gently kiss the top of his head before closing my own eyes and drifting back into 


sleep. 


A Boxing Match 


DUFF 

l'm so happy to see Izzy and Slash back together; they're both so much happier after almost 1 months of 
misery. They didn't seem to have many problems adjusting to being a couple again either; they seemed to just 
fall in more or less where they left off-totally and completely in love with each other. 


| mean | know there have been issues; mainly the trauma of what happened to Slash and how he deals with it. | 
know there have been times when Izzy's been totally frustrated at Slash's drinking and drug use but | never 
saw him lose his patience with Slash; always just accepting him as he was. | know they got into an argument 
about it one night, that and how Izzy had left Slash feeling totally abandoned and lost when they broke up and 
Izzy's guilt about that but they seem to have sorted it out just fine. 


When Matt | stopped in last night it was obvious they had been fucking in front of the fireplace and that Izzy 
was totally lit up from the inside out. | couldn't help laughing at him and asking him if Slash had finally let him 
fuck him instead of the other way around. Izzy's smirk that turned into a full blown smile silently answered 
my question. That was a major step for them; Slash was so traumatized about what happened with him and Axl. 
It wasn't just that one night that left him so messed up it was months of mental and physical abuse that Axl 
heaped on Slash when they were together. 


Tonight Matt, Sharise, and Steven (who we ran into in the Roxy) are going over to Izzy and Slash's place to 
watch a boxing match on cable. They have a fucking awesome bigscreen TV and they also have an awesome 
cable package so it's the perfect place to watch the match. They don't know we're coming and when | pound on 
the door it takes Izzy a few minutes to get there to let us in His hair's wet so he must have just come out 
the shower. Uh huh, more fucking. Those two are as bad as two teenagers who have just discovered how 
great sex is and have to do it all the time. It's not just sex with the two of them though; they're so sweet 
with each other that you sometimes want to puke. But it's good, better than the six months of silence 
between the two of them and the constant fights between Axl and Slash. 


Izzy lets us in and Steven goes upstairs to find Slash and get high with him. Those two come stumbling down 
the stairs a few minutes later totally wasted and Izzy just rolls his eyes and puts his arms around Slash and 
helps him stay upright on his feet. We all head into the living room to watch TV and Izzy pulls Slash down onto 
his body to watch the match. Slash snuggles into him, laying his face on Izzy's chest and Izzy puts his arms 
around him. | look over a few minutes later and the two of them are watching the match; Slash is fiddling with 
the ends of Izzy's hair; something he does unconsciously that tells how much affection he has for Izzy. Izzy 
whispers something to him and Slash answers him and kisses Izzy's chest softly and then snuggles back down 
into his arms. Matt teases them about making smoochy noises and Slash flips him off, grinning up from under 


his hair. 


About an hour in to the fight Slash dozes off but a few minutes later he starts squirming around and 
mumbling quietly in his sleep and Izzy reaches up and strokes his hair and rubs his back to comfort him and 
settle him down and Slash is quiet for a little bit but then he starts talking again and his arms move up and 


almost hit Izzy in the face. |zz doesn't even look surprised though, he just wraps his arms tighter around Slash 
and holds Slash's own arms down | knew Slash had bad nightmares about his relationship with Axl; Izzy had told 
me something about it but | didn't know they were this bad. 


Izzy tells us to outside and pretend we're smoking so that he can wake up Slash and he's not embarrassed by 
all of us sitting there staring at him. Steven starts asking Izzy a bunch of questions about what's happening 
with Slash but | pull him out the door and tell him that I'll explain on the porch. When we get outside | tell 
Steven what happened between Slash and Axl and he looks at me with a totally horrified look on his face. "You 


mean that mother fucker forced himself on Slash?! I'm going to fucking kill him!" Steven exclaims. 


"You can do that if you want to but don't you fucking say anything when we get back into the house." | tell 
him. "Slash will be totally humiliated if you say anything so keep your mouth shut ok Popcorn?" 


"Yeah | won't say anything," he says shaking his head. 


| look back through the window and | can see through a gap in the curtains that Slash is awake but he's curled 
up into Izzy's body and shaking. Izzy, who seems to have infinite patience when it comes to Slash is talking to 
him and stroking his hair. | watch them together and think about how great it would be to have somebody to 
love that way. The way they love each other is beautiful; like they're connected with a thread spun from 
starlight and flames that surrounds their hearts and binds them together. Their eyes light up when they see 
each other, they're always burning for the other one and their souls splinter without the other. | want that. 


Sometimes watching together them leaves me so lonely. 


Slash finally seems to calm down under Izzy's comforting touch and softly spoken words. He loosens his hold on 
Izzy and asks him something. Izzy answers and leans up and kisses Slash and | watch as the tension fairly 
drains out of his body and he hugs Izzy and kisses his cheek before he gets up; it's almost like there's some 
sort of comforting magic in Izzy's touch. Slash gets up and heads down the hallway towards the bathroom and 
Izzy starts towards the front door and | move a little so it didn't look like | was staring at them through the 
curtains. He comes out onto the porch and says we can come back inside but to make sure that we didn't do 
anything that let Slash know we saw or knew about what just happened. Steven looks at Izzy with that same 
horror-stricken look he gave me when | told him about what Axl had done to Slash. Izzy warned him to keep 


his mouth shut. 


When we come back inside everybody settles back into their seats and continues watching the boxing match. 
Slash comes out of the bathroom and crawls back into Izzy's arms. | watch as Slash nuzzles into Izzy's chest 
and Izzy's hands glide through Slash's dark curls; each of them silently acknowledging the love they have for 
each other. | look down at the girl laying in my lap and think about how she's fun to spend time with and how 
great she is in bed but how l'm not sure that she's someone | could love the way that Izzy or Slash love one 
another. That kind of love is forever and they knew it from the first time their lips touched. God I'm a 


hopeless romantic; | just wish | had someone to feel that romantic about. 


Riding off into the Sunset 


| zzy 


| wake up several hours after Duff and Matt leave and Slash is still sprawled out across my chest asleep. | 
register the weight and heat of him before | open my eyes and my heart lights up immediately. | smile and 
then slowly open my eyes and look down and around at his beautiful face; partially obscured by those soft 
black curls that | never get tired of running my fingers through. | like to wrap his curls around my fingers and 
let go and then watch them spiral perfectly back into place. It takes me a second to realize that | actually feel 
rested. How long were we asleep? | look over at the clock and it's not quite noon It was after three when | 
went to bed after Duff was here and we had been asleep for a couple of hours before that so we didn't sleep 
any longer than normal..then it dawns on me-there were no nightmares. For the first time in god knows how 
long Slash hadn't woken me up screaming or thrashing around in his dreams. He doesn't look like he even moved 
last night and my left leg is numb where his is draped over mine so I'm guessing neither of us have moved 
for several hours. | almost don't want to move now because | want him to enjoy the peace inside of his head 


for as long as he can but if | don't move soon l'm going to pee the bed. 


| gently jostle him so that he'll wake up and get off of my numb leg so the blood can flow back into it. Slash 
whines in protest at being shaken and woken up and attempts to burrow down further into the blankets and 


nuzzles his face into my neck. 
Y 
"C'mon Izzy, l!m sleeping," he mumbles. 
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"You're gonna be sleeping in a pool of piss if you don't let me up!" | tease him and tickle his side making him 
jump back off of me. 


"Unfair tactics." he grumbles as | sit up. 


"It worked didn't it?" | ask him as | shake my legs to restart circulation. "No dreams last night," | comment and 
sit up on the make-shift bed in front of the fireplace wehre a few embers sill burn dully. "You didn't even 
move in your sleep last night. Do you feel better since you've been asleep for almost Il hours straight which 
beats 32" | ask him and lean over to kiss his cheek. 


He smiles softly and strokes my face as | sit back up. "Yeah, no nightmares, was a nice change. Thanks for last 
night,"Slash tells me and sits up himself. 


"You're welcome, thank you. He makes a tiny noise of acknowledgement and leans his head over onto my 
shoulder, gently kissing it and cuddling into me. | squeeze him a few seconds and kiss him lightly on the lips and 
he smiles a little. | get up and he follows me to the bathroom. We both shower off and | throw the blankets 
from last night into the washer and just as the water turns on in the machine l'm scooped up from behind and 


spun around in a circle. 


"What are you doing sweetness?" | ask. | notice he's fully dressed and all in leather; leather pants, leather 
jacket, boots. 


I'm sweeping you off your feet so you'll ride away with me into the sunset on your Harley," he says and kisses 
me while carrying me down the hall. | melt into his arms and he holds me and keeps kissing me even though 
we've reached the bedroom. | sigh and wrap my arms around his neck tighter. | feel him smile into the kiss and 
he finally sits me down on the bed. "Get dressed, l'm buying breakfast,” he tells me and kisses me on the 
forehead before standing up. 


"Don't put me down," | plead. 


If | hold you forever we'll starve to death; and | might starve to death anyway if we don't eat soon!" he 
teases. "We can't live on sex, and smack, well, maybe we could, but food should probably enter our bodies 


occasionaly. 


"Fine, but only because | don't want you dying from starvation will | let you put me downl" | protest. This gets 
me eye rolling and | laugh and get up and get dressed. We go eat at a diner near the house and then we ride 
all over the city for the rest of the afternoon | love feeling his arms around me 


as | steer the bike all over town. 


When we get home we find our way back into bed. As soon as our lips touch we both begin to stiffen up and 
we spend the evening in bed the way we used to when our relationship was brand new. We get lost in a tangle 
of limbs and lips and long hair and amazing sex. He's on top of me; pushing his cock into me as gently as he 
can. He moves slowly; quietly moaning as he slides deeper and deeper into me. I'm laying underneath him-legs 
spread, fairly purring in pleasure. I've wanted him since this morning and he feels so fucking good and | know 


I'm not going to last very long. 


He gives me a minute to adjust and then starts to thrust slowly. | pull him down to my lips and kiss him 
softly. He keeps up that gentle, slow pace until | pull him down and pant into his ear "Slash, faster and, 
mmmmm, harder; it's not going to take me very long to cum it's already starting to build," | say in a strained 


Voice. 


"Only if | let you," he growls. It's an empty threat and | know it; | totally wouldn't let him cum but he's not all 
about drawing it out in bed, I'm the one who always slows it down. For now I'll let him have his way, it feels 
too good to stop and tease him. "I'm gonna make you scream for me gypsy boy. l'm gonna make you cum so 
hard you're gonna think your seeing stars," he tells me ribbling on my neck and bringing one hand up to stroke 


my cock. 


| groan and he bites by earlobe just hard enough to make me jump. "Yeah, l'm gonna cum hard for you. So 
fucking hard," | groan. I'm not joking either, the tension building inside of me is making me want to literally 
explode. The tingling is building in my belly and my balls. He feels my muscles tighten and grins; thrusting hard 
and quickening the pace. He leans down a little and scoops my legs up; pushing my knees further apart and back 
towards my body so that the angle changes and he's thrusting right into the spot | need for him to touch and 


my balls tighten and my hips snap up towards the large cock that's being shoved into me. Cum shoots out of 
me and my body clenches down hard and a mind blowing orgasm rocks my world as | groan and choke out 
Slash's name. 


"That's it baby, fuck you're cumming so hard for me," he groans looking down into my eyes as they open and 
close with each spasm that runs through me. He doesn't slow down and he keeps thrusting hard; drawing out 
my pleasure as well as his own and causing me to blow a huge load of cum onto my chest and stomach and | 
mean a fucking lot of cum. He cries out above me and | feel the warmth of his own spent desire inside of me. 
When | finally spiral back down to earth he leans over and kisses me and his kiss is full of his sweetness and 

longing. 


| love you baby doll," | whisper in his ear. "That was so fucking good. I've wanted you since we woke up this 


morning." 


"Must have been good," he chuckles. "You came so hard your face and chest turned red and look at all of this," 
nodding towards the cum on my chest. "Thats quite a fucking load; especially after getting off twice last night," 


he grins, totally proud of himself. He's such a preener when it comes to sex. 


He bends down and licks a streak of the white, sticky fluid off of my nipple. | feel him shudder above me. "God 
damn | love the way you taste," he hisses and closes his eyes licking a little more off of me. He reaches over 
and grabs some tissues from the box beside me and between those and his tongue running over me he has 
me cleaned off pretty quickly. | pull him down into a deep, satisfied, kiss. His eyes close and he smiles as he 
kisses me back. 


"I love you," | tell him between kisses and you make me so fucking hot," 


‘| love you too, I'm always going to love you," he says and pulls me up out of the bed. "You make me burn for 
you too, think you need a cold shower!," he growls and pulls me into the bathroom. | knew when he started 
licking cum off my chest that we weren't done yet and | spend the next forty-five minutes making love to him 
against the shower wall. | try and make it as soft and slow as possible; not wanting to scare him or hurt him 
after last night which was his first time bottoming in months. He fairly melts into my arms when | wrap them 
around him in the shower and kiss him; his kisses filled with just as much need and heartbreak as mine; each 


of trying to fill a void inside of ourselves left by the other. 


We don't talk; everything we need to say communicated with a look or a touch. The sex is slow and easy but 
so fucking gratifying at the end. He moans quietly each time | thrust and pushes back into me; silently 
encouraging me to go deeper and harder. He cums leaning up against the shower wall; his cock in my hand, my 
lips on his neck, his back pressing against my chest. His body tightens up and his muscles contract hard setting 
off another amazing climax for me. He's groaning and panting in front of me as he cums and he's so fucking 


beautiful. | bury my face in his neck and hair when | start to get off and groan his name into his ear. 


As soon as it's over | turn him around and clutch him to me; holding him hard against me. His arms go up 


around my neck and he snuggles into me still breathing hard, and he holds on just as tightly as | do. Then he 


pulls back and tilts my chin up and kisses me. "I love you so much Izzy," he whispers, looking up at me; his 


eyes silently pleading with me to return those same feelings. 


| love you too baby doll, more than anything else," | murmur back to him. He smiles at me, just a tiny smile, 
but his eyes are shining, happy for once. | smile down at him and gently bring my lips back to his. He smiles 
when | kiss him and | literally feel my heart skip a beat. 


A half an hour later someone's pounding on our door. It's Duff and the girl Axl threw into his arms; he flew 
her in and she's been staying with him for a few weeks, seems nice enough. Matt and Steven are there too. 
Wait, Steven is with them? That's weird but whatever. | open the door and Duff informs me that there's a 
boxing match on cable tonight that they all want to watch and we have cable and a big screen so of course 
they want to watch it at our house. | let them in and hug Steven, it's been so long since I've seen him. "Hey 


man where did they find you? Its been too long!" | tell him. 


"Yeah it has been too long, I've missed you guys! | ran into Duff downtown. How have you been?" he asks, all 


smiles as usual, same Steven. Looks like he's cleaned up a little. 
"Good, really, good," | tell him. 
"Yeah | bet you have been since you and Slash are back together. You look so much happier,” he says grinning. 


"I am, | need him Steven, he's my light. Go get him, he's upstairs to the left. He'll be really happy to see you 
man." Steven grins and bounds up the stairs to find Slash. 


The guys brought plenty of booze and | crack open a bottle of gin and take a few swigs straight out of the 
bottle. Duff's girl looks at me and asks "Do all of you guys drink as much as Duff?" 


"Yeah pretty much," | tell her, "along with other things." She raises her eyebrows and smiles. | call and order a 
few pizzas and Slash and Steven finally stumble down the stairs, both of them higher than fucking kites. Slash 
makes his way over to me and wraps his arm around my waist and leans his head on my shoulder. "Feeling 


good baby doll?" | ask laughing a little at his inebriated state. 


"Not as good as you made me feel an hour ago but yeah," he mumbles. | put both arms around him to keep 
him steady because he's swaying a little bit and kiss his forehead. "You and Steven gonna make it into the living 


room to watch the match?" | ask him. 
I'm good," he assures me. 


"I see that," | joke with him and yell for Duff to come and help Steven into the living room before he falls and 
kills himself. Duff comes into the kitchen and shakes his head at the two of them and throws Steven over his 
shoulder. Steven protests loudly but Duff just smacks his ass and then plops him in a recliner. | sling Slash's 

arm over my shoulder to walk him into the living room and settle him on the couch between my legs his head 


resting on my chest. He relaxes into me and | wrap my arms around him as Duff flips the TV to the correct 


channel and we settle in to watch the match. 


Duff and his girl curl up on the love seat and Matt sprawls out in the other recliner. Slash's fingers soon find 
their way to the ends of my hair and | smile a little, | love it when he plays with my hair. | gently kiss the top 


of his head and give him a little squeeze and whisper "I love you" into his ear. 
‘Mmmmm "| love you too gypsy boy," he whispers and his lips graze over my chest. 
"You two are just too cute!" Duff teases while laughing at us. 

"So cute | think | just gagged on the sweetness,” Matt grumbles. 


"Shut up Matt" | laugh and throw a pillow at him. Slash gives the idea of "cute" or Matt the middle finger; | 
can't tell which. 


"Fine, just keep it down on the smoochy noises! | want to hear manly boxing shit and only manly boxing shit 


ok?" Matt says to the two of us smiling when Slash flips him the bird. 


"Aw Matt give em a break, they've been through hell and they're so sweet to each other. They're so in love 
its adorable!" Steven says. "You weren't there when they were broken up, they were both fucking miserable 
man. It was like a competition to see which one of them could kill themselves first. Trust me; it's much better 


this way." 


| smile a little at Steven; its nice to have him back around. Slash eventually dozes off on my chest and | brush 
his hair back out of his face and tighten my grip on him. He's fine for a while but then he starts to whine and 
squirm around and Duff raises his eyebrows at me and we exchange wordless looks in which he questions as 
to whether this is an occurrence that happens frequently and | confirm that it is. | rub Slash's back and his 
hair and try and soothe him in his sleep and he does settle for about IO seconds and then starts to talk in his 
sleep and he moves his arms up and would have hit me in the mouth if | hadn't pinned them to his sides. 


"Guys, go outside for a smoke break or something," | tell the others. 
"What the fuck is wrong with him man?" Steven asks. 


"He's having a nightmare, he'll freak out if he wakes up and knows you all saw it, go for a few minutes so | can 


wake him up." 


Steven of course wants to know why he's having such violent nightmares and Duff practically carries him out 
telling him he'll explain outside. Slash is starting to flail around a little more and everyone quickly hauls ass onto 
the porch. | shake Slash a little, nothing. | sit him up and shake him hard and despite the massive amount of 
smack he and Steven probably shot up his eyes fly open and he tries to push me off of him but | hold him 
tight to my chest and whisper to him that he's ok, that nothing is going to happen to him, that he's safe, that 
he's here with me, whatever | can think of to comfort him. He finally chills out a little and then turns around 


and throws himself into me; arms going around my neck, face buried in my chest, pushing himself as close as 


he can get to me. 


| hold him tight and rub his back "You're ok baby doll, you're fine," | whisper to him. He whimpers a little. "Shh, 
I've got you, | love you, it's ok sweetness; calm down" | nuzzle into his curls and kiss the top of his head and 
stroke his hair. | can feel his heart pounding where his chest is pressed against mine and | know the fear 
hasn't faded yet. Eventually his breathing and his heart rate return to normal and his grip on me loosens a 
little. "You alright baby doll?" | whisper to him. 


"Yeah", he finally answers. "Where is everyone?" 


"Smoking on the porch. Nobody saw it's ok. | just couldn't get up to smoke with them because you were laying 
on me. Don't worry, nobody saw anything but me," | tell him softly and kiss him and stroke his hair back out 

of his face. He looks at me like he's trying to decide if I'm lying or not so | lean up and kiss him again and he 

looks like he might believe what | said. 


‘lm gotta go take a piss," he says but hugs me to him before he gets up and kisses the side of my face and | 


squeeze him back. 


When | hear the bathroom door shut | walk over and open the front door. Steven just stares at me with a 
horrified look on his face. "Steven don't say a word to him; | mean it," | tell him "not a word." He nods at me 
and they all come back in the house and resettle themselves. Slash comes back and snuggles up on my body 


again and everyone pretends nothing happened. 


Axl's Reflections 


Axl 

| fucking hated watching being in the same room with Izzy and Slash; for multiple reasons. One Reason was that 
no matter what happened between me and Izzy or me and Slash, no matter what happened to me in life | was 
always going to love Izzy and maybe Slash too. | also know that no matter what happens neither of them will 


never love me; they may never even like me ever again 


| admit it; | pulled that whole stunt that morning in the kitchen with Slash to break Izzy and Slash up. | couldn't 
stand how in love they were and | knew that unless | got rid of Slash that | had absolutely no chance of being 
with Izzy. The two of them were absolutely and disgustingly in love but | didn't realize quite how much until it 
was too late. | thought they were more like fuck buddies; or that Izzy cared more than Slash did and that Izzy 
would see that when he caught Slash and | in the kitchen My plan was to apologize to Izzy later and point out 
how Slash had been more than willing to betray him at the slightest opportunity; then he would see that | was 
the one who really loved him and that he had been right to love me all those years ago. | figured Slash would 
try to tell Izzy what really happened but | knew that Izzy wouldn't listen to him. | was right about that part; | 


know that when Izzy gets hurt by someone he fucking cuts them out of his life as much as possible. 


What | didn't understand was that Slash loved Izzy every bit as much as Izzy loved him and that their 
relationship wasn't quite as casual as | thought it was. | apparently became public enemy number one after | 
made Slash get a boner onstage when | stuck my hand into the waistband of his pants, Izzy was already pissed 
at me and suspicious of my every move. He knew immediately when he saw us in the kitchen that it was me 


and not Slash who started whatever was happening; he just thought Slash was going along with it. 


As a result Izzy refused to speak to me at all and that really fucking hurt. Even when | came to his room and 
tried to talk to him or take him to the side in rehearsals he didn't want to talk to me. He'd just look right 
through me, cigarette smoldering between his lips, and totally ignore me. It was like | didn't even exist if what | 
was saying to him didn't have anything to do with the band. Like hadn't been in love with me for years, like 
we'd never had sex, like we'd never been friends. | know it wasn't how he wanted to have sex but it did happen 
from what | can figure from what | remembered afterwards but what happened had bonded us; even if it was 


in darkness as Izzy said. It wasn't what | had expected to happen; things weren't going as planned. 


Izzy was fucking wrecked, like destroyed by what he thought was Slash's betrayal of him. | wanted to make 
him stop hurting, to fix him, and he wouldn't let me anywhere near him. It wasn't like | was going to tell the 
poor, miserable, bastard the truth either, then he'd hate me even more and that would just throw him back 
into Slash's arms. Slash was even more wrecked than Izzy if that's fucking possible. Izzy just sat in his room 
and shot up and then went and fucked girls he picked up in bars. Slash did the same thing but out of the two 
of them he was the more emotive one and he sat outside of Izzy's door crying for days. He didn't even really 
bother to fuck chicks or go out and get drunk; he didn't know that Duff and | knew but he'd go out on his 
balcony, climb up on the highest part of the roof (which is flat, our house is one of those Spanish villas) and 
play his acoustic and cry. | heard some weird noise overtop of the bathrooms one night and | went outside to 
see what the fuck was on our roof and Slash was sitting up there, guitar sitting beside him with his knees 


pulled up to his chest sobbing. Huge, tearing, gut wrenching sobs that could have only been for Izzy. He didn't 
see me so | never let on that | knew he was up there except to Duff so that someone would check on him 


every now and then and make sure he hadn't gotten drunk and fallen off the roof. 


Both Izzy and Slash more or less stopped eating, stopped showering, stopped giving a fuck about anything. The 
only thing that didn't suffer was their guitar playing which actually improved; but fuck, | know all about how 
misery is the impetus for inspiration so | wasn't really surprised that both of them started playing like their 
souls were bleeding out through their fucking Gibsons, music was the only way that either of them dealt with 
pain constructively. 


| knew | had blown it with Izzy so | made one last ditch effort to get his attention: | took away the object of 
his affection | wouldn't have messed with Slash at all if Izzy had just cooperated and let me comfort him and 
show him how | loved him but that's not what happened. Fine, but if Izzy wasn't going to be happy with me 
maybe Slash would, maybe Slash would make me happy too, and shit, it would make Izzy more miserable and 


maybe, if Slash desired me then Izzy would. It was still all about Izzy then 


So | started keeping tabs on Slash, trying to figure out a good time to catch him in a compromising position 
where | could show him that | was just as good in bed as Izzy was; that's how the two of them hooked up 
anyway, with what was supposed to be a one night fuck for Izzy. | knew what to do; Izzy had told me years 
ago about how guys get off from having their prostate stimulated and that this was why a guy who bottomed 
would get off. | should have caught on that he was telling me this because he was trying out the idea on me 
to see how | felt about it but | was a kid, fucking chicks was a little out of my league and fucking dudes? No 
fucking way, not in that bigoted, hypocritical, town. 


| had also actually watched Izzy fuck Slash before so | knew what he liked and how to move and how to 
stretch someone and all of that. Good goddamn thing made that hole in the wall and spied on the two of them 
or there would have been a lot of shit that | didn't know. | used to watch them fuck and jerk off; sick yes but 
whatever. What | had wanted to know was what the fuck Slash did on the other side of the wall that made 
Izzy moan and cum yelling Slash's name. What | found out was that watching them fuck made me really hot. 
They were both beautiful naked and watching them fuck did things for me that no porno could ever have 
accomplished. | wanted to make Izzy moan that way for me. | wanted him to cum screaming my name. | wanted 
to make Izzy feel the way Slash made him feel. What | wasn't paying attention to though was the emotion 
between them. When they started talking about mushy shit to each other | quit paying attention. | didn't 
understand until later how much their feelings had to do with the way the two of them fucked. 


Anyway one day | saw Slash walk into his room wearing only a towel and when | walked by a few minutes later 
| heard him breathing hard and | knew he was jacking off in there. So | just opened the door and walked in. He 
freaked out a little obviously but | just walked over and gave him some assistance jerking off and then left 
before he could say anything. | did things like this a few more times and then once, when he was almost to the 
point of cumming | went down on him. | asked him to do it for me after he got off and he did but when it was 
over he was trying to hide his eyes behind his hair but | saw them and there were tears in them. Those tears 
hurt for so many different reasons. They hurt because it meant he was thinking about Izzy and realizing that 
| wasn't Izzy and that he missed Izzy. They hurt because Slash was hurting and | was finding out that Izzy was 


right when he told Duff that there was something innocent and sweet inside of Slash and at that time | didn't 
want to see him hurt because | was starting to care for him. It hurt because | already knew that Izzy would 


never love me but when | saw those tears | knew that Slash might not either. 


| gave it another chance and got him good and worked up one night when everyone was out and he agreed to 
let me fuck him. It seemed like he wanted it; he was hard and moaning from me grinding into him and had just 
willingly had his mouth on my cock so it seemed like the perfect time to try it out. Physically the sex was 
great on my end but he so just wasn't into it. He didn't respond to me the way he responded to Izzy. | had 
seen where and how Izzy touched him and how he practically melted each time Izzy's fingertips wandered to 
certain spots. He also participated when Izzy topped, he sure as hell didn't just lay there; he'd let his hands 
wander all over Izzy and would kiss his neck and ears and how he would stroke and fist Izzy's hair depending on 
what was being done to him. No, with me he looked scared and sad and mostly just looked away and let me do 


what | wanted. 


What | wanted was for him to want me as much as he had wanted Izzy. What | had seen between the two of 
them was what | wanted but | kind of realized while we were fucking that | wasn't going to get that because 
Slash and Izzy had loved each other and that sex between them was a way of showing that, not just fucking. 
Slash didn't love me, in fact | knew he still loved Izzy and had never wanted to be away from him in the first 
place. But if he didn't want to be with me then why in the hell had he started fooling around with me? Why 
was | in bed with him at this very second? Did he want me to be? Was he pretending | was someone else? 
What was going on? So | asked him and told him that | knew he responded more with Izzy and he said that he 
just hadn't done it for a while and that it always just hurt a little in the beginning which | figured was true. 
Then he pulled me down and kissed me and kissed my neck the way | had seen him kiss Izzy's and | started to 
feel more confident but | couldn't make him cum and | knew it wasn't because | wasn't doing it right; probably 
because his mind was elsewhere. So again | asked him what was wrong and he showed me how to stroke him 
and thrust at the same time and adjusted the angle some and then he came, no problem. 

So | thought maybe everything was fine until | came out of the bathroom and he was gone. | went looking for 
him but he wasn't in the house, he was gone/gore. | heard the door open while | was looking for Slash and | 


walked into the living room and saw that it wasn't him, it was Izzy who had just walked in. 


"What did you do to your new boyfriend? If you're looking for him he's a couple of blocks down with Duff 
puking in the bushes and crying. Seems like you two are real happy together, hope you at least enjoy getting 
fucked by that huge cock of his; it would be a real waste of a man if someone wasn't enjoying it," Izzy said 
sarcastically and lit a cigarette as he walked across the room towards the stairs. 


"Izzy wait!" | called after him. He just kept going. | ran up the stairs and grabbed him by the arm. "Izz," | tried 


again. 


"Don't fucking touch mel" Izzy snarls. "| know you just fucked him ok? | hid in the shadows so | could listen to 
him and Duff. I'm not gonna tell you what he said, I'll just point out that he's not here right now waiting for 
you in your bed. Funny, he was always there waiting for me. Anyway, like | said, hope everything is working out 
great for you and the only person I've ever loved besides you, but | guess that's why you had to have him 
right? You've already done what you wanted to do which was hurt me but if you ever do anything to hurt 


him | swear to God Axl I'll fucking kill you. You had to have him so be good to him." 


| just stood there with my mouth hanging open staring at him and he turns and walks into his room and slams 
the door and flips the lock. So Slash didn't really want to be here with me tonight. He had left and he told Duff 
something about it. Pain seared through my chest and my cheeks burn with humiliation He didn't want me and 
now he had told one of the other guys that. | felt the rage building up inside of me so |, like Slash, got dressed 


and then took off. When | came home later his bedroom door was closed and locked; but | had a plan. 


Later that week the guys were out and Slash was lounging in the pool. | walked out and sat down beside him. 
"Want to swim with me?" | asked him. He looked up at me through a fog of heroin and booze and nodded. Was 
he even going to remember he was here with me in the morning? | jumped into the pool and turned around and 
reached for his hand. He let me pull him into the pool and wrap my arms around him. It was nice to hold him 
and he surprised me by putting his arms around my waist and leaning down to kiss me. | kissed back and we 
ended up trading blow jobs on the pool deck. We jumped back into the water to rinse off the sweat. | swam 
over to him and put my arms around his neck again. "Thanks for that, | enjoyed it. | enjoyed the other night 
too, why did you leave?" 


"Did you want me to stick around? | wasn't really sure what to do and | had told Duff that | would meet him 
and it was time to go so | went," he said not looking at me. | 


know he's lying. 


"Funny thing, Izzy told me you were down the street sniveling and puking in the bushes and that he and Duff 
only ran into you on the way home. He also said that he hoped you and | were really happy together," | tell 
him. His face remains still but his eyes show how painful that jab was. 


‘lm gonna go in," he says to me and lets go of my body. He moves across the pool and | follow him and try 
and grab his wrist but he splashes water at me and tells me to leave him alone. That really hurt so | grabbed 
him around the shoulders and pushed him under the water. Hurting someone when they hurt me is just an 
automatic reation for me. We weren't in very deep, maybe five feet? | had to more or less throw my body 
over his head to keep him under the water and he fought me hard. Every time he'd get up to get a breath I'd 
shove him back down. When | felt him start to weaken | let go. He came up gasping and choking for air. "What 
the fuck Axl?!" he yells and lunges at me. | dodge him and get out of the pool and start to dry off. "Just stay 
the fuck away from me ok? | don't want anything to do with whatever it is you and | have been doing anymore 


either. Just please, leave me alone." 


‘It doesn't matter, you've already fucked me, he doesn't want you back. He thinks you're a lying piece of shit 
that cheated on him. You might as well be with me because Izzy doesn't want you anymore," | tell him, knowing 


that its gonna hurt him. 


Sure enough tears start to leak out of his eyes and he angrily wipes them off of his face. "Fuck you Axl," he 
growls and gets out of the pool, toweling off on his way into the house so he doesn’t have to stand on the 
deck with me. He locks me out of his room that night but | pick the lock and slide into his bed. | didn't mean to 
hurt him in the pool earlier but he made me so fucking angry; | just blacked out sometimes with rage. But | 


want him to forgive me, | don't want him to be angry at him, really | want him to love me. | shake him to 


wake him up and when his eyes open and he sees me a terrified look crosses his face. 


"What the fuck are you doing in my room?" he asks loudly and shrinks away towards the other side of the 
bed. 


"Please Slash honey, calm down, I'm so sorry about earlier, | didn't want to hurt you, | just, | can't help it; | just 
lose it sometimes! | just, | don't mean to do some of the stuff | do, | didn't mean to hurt you! I'm so sorry 
baby can you ever forgive me?" | start to cry and | keep apologizing and begging Slash to forgive me. Slash 
just looks at me and blinks hard and then rubs his temples like his head's killing him. Probably got high earlier 


when he came in from the pool and now he's got one hell of a headache. 


"Whatever," he mumbles. "| just want to go back to sleep." He lays back down and rolls over with his back 
turned to me. He didn’t tell me to get out though so | stayed. "Oh, and don't call me baby, | don't want anymore 


nicknames; it reminds me too much of Izzy," he says in a cold, flat voice. 


More of Ax,'s reflections 


One night backstage before a show all of the guys are hanging out along with the guys from Skid Row. Izzy is 
singing, Duff is playing the drums and Slash is playing the guitar. Sebastian Bach is dancing around with a 
tambourine acting like an idiot. | just stand in the doorway and watch them play a few songs and getting 
themselves warmed up for tonight's show. Matt comes into the room and stands next to the door and chats 
with me and watches everyone else fooling around. Izzy and Duff decide that they want to switch places so 
now Duff is going to sing and Izzy's going to play drums. Those two are amazing in that they can play any 
instrument and sing too. | watch as Izzy stops to talk to Slash on the way back to the drum set and squats 
down next to him. Something he says makes Slash's face light up with a smile and he bends down from his 
chair to kiss Izzy. Izzy wraps his arms around Slash; bringing a hand up and stroking his face softly. Slash 
whispers something to him and Izzy laughs and responds and they kiss again. 


It's a sweet, soft kiss; the kind that's full of affection for the other person without getting sexual. Watching 
them kiss each other is an exercise in pure pain for me. It's watching what | wanted, what | had wanted from 
both of them being dangled in front of my face with no chance of me being able to reach out and grab it. | 
had wanted one of them, both of them, to love me but no one loves me because | don't know how to love 


anyone but myself. 


My mind goes back in time several months to Slash laying underneath me as | kissed him. He was kissing back 
but not the way he's kissing Izzy right now. His hand is on the side of Izzy's face and his thumb is tracing the 
outline of Izzy's cheekbone. Izzy's hand is wound in Slash's hair and both of them are smiling. Anyway when | 


kissed Slash there was no smiling, no being cuddly, just a sort of resignation and surrender. 


Sex was the same way, he'd give back but there was no happiness in him, he was obliterated most of the time 
so his eyes just stared blankly at the ceiling if | could see them at all. It pissed me off to no fucking end so 
one night when | had asked him a question about whether or not he liked something | was doing to him and he 
answered with "huh?" | hauled off and slapped him. He threw me off of him but | pushed him back down and 
told him | wasn't done yet and fucking came almost the second | pushed back in. Having control, even just a 
little bit of control over him in bed excited me more than anything else | had done in my life. So | kept hitting 
him when | fucked him and it turned me on so much that | came almost immediately every time | did it and 


when | came | came so hard | thought my head was going to explode. 


He was not always passive about it, if he was really wasted he didn't fight back. If he was only half wasted he 
would hit back and fight to get me off of him. Fighting him only turned me on even more. | would start 
arguments sometimes just to get him good and angry and have an excuse to beat him; by the end | got off 
more on hitting him than | did from the sex. Slash had figured it out so he stopped fighting me in bed, just 
letting me do what | wanted so | wouldn't have any excuse to hit him. He'd even let me tie him up and fuck 


him sometimes so that | wouldn't beat him. 


The fucked up thing was that honestly he tried to be nice to me. He didn't start the arguments and he was 
always considerate of me unless | started the fight. If | was hungry he'd go out and pick up food for us, if he 


stopped to pick up cigarettes at the store he'd bring home stuff he knew | liked; pastries and flavored teas and 
cough drops. He tried to be good to me in the beginning, he honestly thought about giving it a shot but after | 
started hitting him he just shut down completely and lived in a state of permanent inebriation so he could 


numb himself to the pain | inflicted on him daily. 


| made him inflict pain on me as well. When | wanted him to top | made him pull my hair, choke me, pin me to 
the bed. He'd always plead with me "Axl, | don't want to hurt you, it's supposed to feel good not leave bruises 
around your neck!" Let me do something to make you feel good that doesn't hurt...” 


"| like the pain, | get off on the pain, do it or I'll give you something painful to think about!" | remember 
snapping at him so he did as | asked; wrapping my hair around his fingers and pulling it as hard as he could 
while he fucked me from behind, using my hair for leverage. | came hard, dirtying the bedsheets underneath 
me. Slash rode it out and when he felt the spasms inside me subside he pulled out of me and moved onto the 


edge of the bed and looked back at me warily. He smiled a tentative little smile and | smiled back at him. 
"Feel good?" he asked me quietly. 


"That was fucking great, it's always good when you fuck me. Let me finish you," | 


pleaded. "What do you want me to do?" 
"Nothing, l'm fine, you don't have to," he replied. 


"No, Slash | want to, whatever you want me to do, tell me," | said to him, coming up behind him and putting my 
arms around him and kissing up the side of his neck. | know he loved it when Izzy kissed his neck, | could hear 
him moan loudly when Izzy's mouth brushed over the very spots my own lips were now grazing but he stayed 
quiet, what the fuck was | doing wrong? "Come here," | whispered and pulled him back down on the bed and lay 
beside him. His eyes were looking at me and they were worried and leery of what | was up to. | started kissing 
him gently and softly ran my hand over his stomach. He didn’t pull away so | kept it up; just kissing and letting 
my hands glide all over his body. 


| feel some of the tension leave his muscles and when | skimmed my fingers over his cock he sucked in his 
breath. It was quiet but | heard it, something | did finally provoked a response! So | did it again except this time 
| wrapped my hand around his shaft and stroked him and he openly groaned. | 

smiled "Do you like that?" | ask him. 


"Yeah, just keep doing that, it doesn't have to be hard; | like it just like that!" he gasped and arched up towards 
my hand. "Here, let me show you," he said and wrapped his hand around mine and slowed down my movements 
a little and squeezed when our hands slid over the tip of his cock. He kept his hand on mine for a couple more 


strokes and then slid his hands up through my hair and pulled me down into another soft, slow kiss. 


| got the idea and took over from there, stoking him a little more but then pulling away. He looked up at me 


confused. "Can |..?" 


He knew what | meant. "Yeah, but easy like this, not hard and don't hurt me, ok?" he warned me. Must be in a 


mood to hit back tonight. 


"Ok, we'll do it the way you like it," | agreed and lubed up my fingers to stretch him out so | could fuck him. | 
pushed one into him and slowly moved it in and out. He didn't whimper so | added a second one and he winced a 
little so | did it slowly, moving my fingers in a slow, gentle rhythm stretching him and searching inside of him 
for his prostate. | worked a third finger in and he told me to push my fingers forward. | did and he cried out, 
uh huh, that was where his spot was. | made good use of the information and teased him for the next couple 
of minutes; the pleasured sounds he made when | touched him making my dick harden again quickly. | pulled my 
fingers out and greased up my cock and lined it up with his entrance. 


"Easy, remember?" he whispers into my lips. 


"| remember, | told you | wouldn't hurt you and | won't," | reassure him. | push into him slowly and it literally 
takes my breath away. Oh my fucking god that feels good! So warm and tight, | can't suppress the moan that 


escapes my lips. But more importantly he moans as well 


| push all the way into him in one long, slow, thrust. | give him a second, ask him if he's ok, and then start to 
rock in and out of him aiming for that spot | found a few minutes ago. | can tell when | hit it because he cries 
out and his body contracts in pleasure. This so much hotter when he's responsive like this, | feel so much 
more confident when | know l'm making him feel good. Maybe | should do what he asks more often? When | 
know that he's enjoying what I'm doing and l'm in charge of his pleasure | don't feel the need to hit him to 
enjoy having sex; | get off on him getting off. 


It only takes a few minutes to get him to cum since | figured out what | need to touch; | love watching his 
eyes close in pleasure and hearing him groan underneath me; arching his back against me, his cum spraying up 
onto my stomach and chest triggers my second orgasm along with the hard clenching of his muscles around 
my dick. When we're finished | look down at him panting underneath me and smile. | would rather it was Izzy, 
which shoots a pang of sadness through my heart, but | liked what | saw in front of me right now too. | leaned 
down and kissed him again and was rewarded with a little smile against my lips and one of those slow, lazy 
kisses he gives after he cums, the ones that say he's totally satisfied and sleepy. | don't get those kind of 
kisses from him very often, but then if someone had just punched me in the stomach and cum in my ass | 


wouldn't be very satisfied either. 


If things had gone like they had that night every night maybe Slash and | could have been together now and | 
wouldn't be standing here in our rehearsal room watching him kiss Izzy. But there were fights about the tour, 
about the amount of money being spent on the after parties that | had my brother and sister organizing: each 
night had a different theme, casino night, toga night, stuff like that. Sure it cost a lot but it was fun and the 
fans loved it. | didn't have a lot of fun on the last tour and we weren't the headliners so we didn't get to set 
up any of the after parties or anything. This time around it's OUR tour and | want it to be different and 
better than any other band, | wanted the shows to be different, the parties to be different, everything. | 
wanted this tour to be bigger and better than any other; | wanted our shows to be longer and crazier and 
better sounding than anyone else's, but it cost a lot of money to make it that way. 


At this point we have no idea how long we'll be on the road, its projected to be a two year tour which is 
crazy to me but I'm so excited at the same time; | just hope my voice holds out ok At this point I've had to 
stop drinking and smoking because of how those things could damage my voice. | have to have an oxygen tank 
in my dressing room and | drink a lot of tea with honey in it. 

The shows themselves were good but now everyone was and is pissed off because I've shown up late to 
several gigs. But they don't understand, l'm having panic attacks almost every night before the shows and 


since the whole thing with Izzy and Slash | feel like an outcast in my own band and l'm so depressed. 


On top of that there's the fact that | can't go out in public without being recognized and none of the other 
guys are sober enough to deal with anything so | have to deal with everything business related, do you know 
how stressful all that shit is? Dealing with people's salaries and royalties and the lawsuits, don't even get me 
started on the damn lawsuits! When | was poor people just wanted to put me in jail; now that | have money 


they all want to sue me for shit! Fuck them! 


Then on top of that our band has to maintain a certain image-the press named us "the most dangerous band 
in rock" so people think of us a bunch of drinking, drugging, whore mongering, bad boys; that's why they 
bought records so we had to maintain that image somewhat, at least in the press. Since Izzy and Slash decided 
to fucking fall in love or whatever the fuck they are we've had to come up with a contract that strictly 
forbids anyone to print anything about any of us without our approval. There are massive fines attached and 
lawsuits to face if anyone breaks the contract. Then | had to completely cover up what went on between Slash 
and | from management. Not that we were fucking, that was pretty obvious to everyone but | had to cover up 
the level of violence there was between us. Management would have ripped us apart and for good reason; 
they're making a shit load of money off of us and Slash and | beating each other to death wouldn't have been 
good for their paychecks. Plus it's not like | wanted to advertise to the rest of the band that | was beating the 
daylights out of Slash and Slash himself was so ashamed that he never said a word to anyone. | know it's sick 


but | liked that; | liked being in control of his emotions and actions that way. Like | said, | got off on it. 


So then | started hitting him when we weren't in bed; | just started hitting him when we were arguing. | knew 
he would only fight back to a point because that's just part of who he is; violence is not naturally in his 
nature. He'll lay down in a bar fight or whatever sure, he'll fight to protect the band or any of his other 
friends but he won't fight in a dating situation or whatever it was that we had. So one night we were arguing 
because | totally caught him staring at Izzy onstage. He told me to fuck off and stop being paranoid and pushed 
me out of his face and | punched him in the stomach. He wasn't expecting it so | knocked him down and kicked 
him for good measure and then left him there and sat on the bed to watch TV. He just lay on the floor for a 


long time and | could see tears running down his face. Fucking pathetic. 


After that | would start fights so | could either watch him lay there defeated or face the challenge of 
physically fighting him. He wouldn't fight me off unless | was really out of control and then his sense of self- 
preservation would kick in. This didn't do our sex life any favors but sometimes he was so starved for 
affection that he would try and get it from me. He'd lure me into bed every now and then or actually respond 
to my advances if the thought | wasn't in the mood to hurt him. 


Slash, like everyone else in the world, wanted to be loved. His relationship with Izzy had been very openly loving 
and affectionate and he was looking for that from me but he wasn't going to get it. | could tell he was 
confused and lonely and | totally took advantage of it alternately beating the fuck out of him and wanting to 
love him. | often came to him for comfort from things like the nightmares that constantly plagued me about 
being abused when | was little, the press making fun of me and making me out to be a total asshole and 
misquoting me, the depression and loneliness that had followed me around for my whole life. | could tell that 
sometimes he wanted to push me away and that sometimes just hearing my voice made him cringe; but if | 
was really upset about something and it wasn't a situation that | had caused or could control he would offer 
me what comfort he had to give. He'd let me lay with my head in his lap and he'd run his hand through my 


long hair or rub up and down my arm while | talked about whatever was bothering me. 


He tried. He never turned me away especially if | was crying. Sometimes | could tell he was disgusted with it 
though, especially if | would beat him and then try and apologize for it later and cry about how | was sorry he 
didn't want to put up with it. He didn't want me to get angry again and start hitting him but he didn't want to 
deal with me at those times either and he sure as hell didn't want to say | was forgiven and have make-up 
sex but sometimes he would just so | would leave him alone. At those times | made sure to do it his way 
because | was grateful for the physical contact and | really was sorry for the things | did to him sometimes. 
If | could make him feel good physically it might at least make-up for some of the other shit and | did make 
him feel good. | would do things | knew he liked and | really enjoyed getting him all worked up and | loved hearing 


him moan my name when he came. 


Other times | was deliberately cruel to him and would push him away if he tried to get close to me. I'd call 
him names, tell him what a worthless piece of shit he was, tell him to stop mooning over Izzy because he'd 
never have him back because Izzy knew what a worthless piece of lying crap he was. I'd criticize his 
performances, even though they were amazing, flawless even. I'd ride him hard in band practice telling him how 
much he sucked. I'd tell him how he was nothing but a stupid fucking junkie and that if he didn't have the band 
he wouldn't be anybody, just another piece of junkie street trash. I'd say whatever | knew would hurt him, 
especially if it had been one of those nights where he'd been really fucked up and out of it and | hadn't been 
able to please him in bed although in reality he probably couldn't cum because of the heroin On those nights | 
felt inadequate and embarrassed and | wanted to make him feel worse than | did. Sometimes | would keep it up 
until he cried; following him around and yelling at him, kicking him every now and then. A lot of those times he 
disappeared onto the roof and sat up there sobbing; | could hear him if | opened the window in the bathroom. 
I'd feel guilty when | heard that but not guilty enough to not do it the next time. 


Things really started to deteriorate though when the tour started, thats when all the arguments about money 
and starting shows late started. Slash also started fucking groupies then and that pissed me off. | told him | 
didn't want any fucking diseases from groupie whores and | certainly didn't want to share him with anyone. He 
said that fucking girls wasn't cheating; that getting pussy was only a physical thing and that he'd fuck whoever 
he wanted when he wanted. | had a fucking girlfriend he said who was | to be telling him about fucking girls? | 
pointed out that she wasn't exactly my girlfriend, that she was my showpiece, my arm candy. He said that I'd 
better tell her that because she had feelings for me. Great, like | needed girl drama on top of everything else. 


There were so many fights about fucking girls; fucking girls and fucking staring at Izzy. I'd catch Slash staring 


at him from under his hair as he played. He watched the way Izzy moved, the way he played and his eyes 
were full of pain and longing when he looked at him. That's when it hit me hard: he was still in love with Izzy 
which meant that he didn't love me. That's when | realized he never would He was never going to love me the 
way he loved Izzy and nothing | did was going to change that. | couldn't make him love me, it wasn't something | 
could manipulate him into and it wasn't something | could force him to do. No matter how much | tried to 
control him the one thing | would never be able to control was his heart and his feelings for me or Izzy or 


anyone else. 


This thought both devastated and enraged me. 

This realization is what led to the fight on the night Duff and Izzy busted into my room. All this had dawned 
on me the night before and | was ready to fight in a major way. | started with Slash in the car on the way to 
the hotel. | told him that Stephanie was flying in the next morning and that he'd need to stay in his own fucking 
room starting tomorrow. He told me that was fine with him and | fucking slapped him hard. We started 
scuffling in the backseat but stopped when we arrived at the hotel. We checked into our rooms and went right 
back to fighting. 


So much shit came out during that argument. But the last straw was when | told him that | knew he was stil 
in love with Izzy, that he never loved me and he didn't deny it. That's when | totally lost it and all | could see 
was red. | have vague memories of throwing him against the wall, of him punching me and me kneeing him in 
the balls and grabbing and twisting his cock. He screamed like a girl and collapsed. | sat on top of him and beat 
the ever loving fuck out of him. | backhanded him when he started to fight me back and my rings busted his 
face open and chipped his tooth. | punched and kicked him repeatedly until he was a trembling, crying, bloody 


mess on the floor in front of me. 


Then | dragged him over to the bed and told him that if he was going to do nothing but cry like a bitch and 
act like a manipulative bitch playing emotional games with me then he was going to get fucked like a bitch! | 
unbuttoned his pants and jerked them down over his hips and rolled him over onto his stomach for easier 
access. | spit in my hand and slicked up my dick and then spit on his ass and pushed into him as hard as | 


could. 


| knew | was leaning to the left and thrusting a little to the right and knowing full well that it would tear his 
opening all to hell but | wanted him to hurt. | wanted him to bleed and scream just like my heart did. He 
started to struggle so | tied his hands together with my bandanna and then climbed back onto him. | thrust 
into him again just as hard and just as crookedly and he screamed; this high pitched, terror filled, painful 
scream. Then | really started to fuck him. | came in less than a minute and just kept going because my dick 
never went down. | also knew that the more | fucked him the more it would hurt him and that was just fine 
with me. | hated him for the way | was hurting inside. | had really started caring about him and | thought he 
cared about me but it was all a bunch of bullshit! | felt Slash stiffen up and cum underneath me and | looked 


down, surprised. 


"You like this bitch?" | asked him and all he did was start to sob. 


That's when lzzy and Duff burst in and Duff threw me into the wall and they took Slash away. It was over 


just like that. It was retribution for what | had knowingly done to Izzy. | took Slash and he took him back 


because in the end | had destroyed everything and | knew it. | had unconsiously dont it on purpose. 


On Kissing... 
Slash 


After the guys leave Izzy and lock up and turn all the lights off. We brush our teeth and then collapse into 
the bed; both of us naked and sleepy. I've been sleeping for the past couple of hours on and off anyway on the 
couch. It felt nice sleeping there on the couch with Izzy's arms wrapped around me. | really hoped that Izzy 
was telling me the truth and that | wasn't having one of those violent nightmares in front of the others. Izzy 
said they were on the porch smoking when it happened and that nobody saw it. | hope he's not lying so that l'm 
not embarrassed. 


"Come here baby," | say to him and | pull him over to me and kiss his lips and then place soft kisses all over 
his face. He smiles up at me and | grin back. When Izzy smiles it's like his whole being lights up and | love 


watching that happen, Izzy's smiles always make me smile in return 
"Did you have a good time tonight?" he asks me. 


"Yeah, it was really nice to see Steven; | miss him Izzy. He makes me laugh, | miss his stupid jokes. | don't miss 
having to deal with a fucked up drummer all the time but | miss Steven himself. Matt is really good but | miss 


my friend, you know? | could have used Steven's stupid jokes over the past few months." 


| know what you mean. | could have used some of his funny shit in the hospital while you were out. Duff was 
stuck handling all the media shit and we didn’t really know Matt that well and he didn't want to intrude but 
Steven would have been there the whole time no matter what. He would have driven me fucking crazy but he 
would have made me laugh," Izzy muses. "How's he really doing though? How's his drug use? He seemed pretty 
lucid when he got here before you guys shot up.” 


"| don't know |zz, he said he's trying to lighten up but how many times have we heard that story before?" | 
ask him." You know how much trouble he has pulling it together. He's playing with some club band I've never 
heard of right now and working on a delivery truck in the daytime. He's just, | mean his nickname is "Popcorn" 
for god's sake you know? He just bounces around from one thing to another, whatever is shiny and dangling in 
front of him at the moment; if it can go into a syringe or be snorted well then thats even better in his mind. 
Its not even him on his own! worry about so much; it's the people who are going to prey on him. When we 
were kids like 13, 14, he wanted to get into clubs and so did | but man those guys that ran those places were 
sick fucks. Stevie would go by there in the afternoons and offer to do some work if they would let him in at 
night. Some of them actually put him to work but | know a few of those guys liked to "work him" and he would 
let them; he wanted into the scene so badly that he let old guys fuck him to get into clubs underage. He told 
me that they had seen me with him and offered to let us in for a whole week if | went in and let them do 
what they wanted one day per week. Stevie's like "It's not that bad once you get used to it, it doesn't hurt 
after that." | wanted no part of any of that and | made to stay far away from the doors of those places until 
| was bigger and could fight. 


"So Stevie pimped himself to get into clubs at 13?" Izzy asks incredulously. 


"Yeah, just like it was nothing. The drugs probably started as a coping mechanism or hell, maybe the club guys 
gave him drugs so he would relax and cooperate, | don't know. With Stevie it's always so hard to tell because 

he's always really happy or really angry; there's no sadness, no depression, always either a happy smile or he's 
punching your lights out. He's always been like that; that's why they sent him to live with his grandparents. His 


mom couldn't deal with his out of control mood swings and how hyper he was." 


"| love Stevie's grandmother, she was the only reason we had razors or soap most of the time before we 
made any money. | always loved it when Steven came home with those two brown grocery bags full of goodies 
every few weeks. She was always really nice whenever | saw her too. Just a nice, sweet, lady and she loved 
Stevie; too bad we don't see her anymore. She probably thinks we suck anyways since we fired Steven," Izzy 


laments. 


"Probably," | sigh. "He was always her favorite and no matter what he did she never really got mad about it. 


What about you? Did you have a good time tonight?" | ask. 


"Yeah; | loved having you laying there on my chest like that. | like holding you like that, | like being able to reach 
down and play with your curls; they're like little springs, | like how they bounce back when | unwind one!" Izzy 
tells me and laughs. | smile and bite my bottom lip and then look into Izzy's eyes, down at his lips and then 
back up to his eyes. "ls there something you want pretty boy?" he asks smirking at my attempt to get him to 


kiss me. 


"| don't know, | have more than just springy hair | have really pretty, really soft lips; at least that's what 
people tell me anyway," | say coyly. 


"Really now? | already know about the springy curls, can | try out those lips? See if they're as soft and nice as 
you say they are?" Izzy purrs. 


Fine but only once; you can't come back and ask to play with them again like you do with guitars in music 


stores!" | laugh. 


Izzy pouts for a second and then moves to lean over me and dips his head and places one of the most sensual 
kisses of my life on my lips. | moan against his mouth and he nips my lip so I'll open my mouth and | willingly 
comply. His tongue caresses the inside of my mouth and then pushes against mine; swirling around mine and 
then softly massaging it. | reach up to put my arms around him but he pins my wrists one by one to the bed 
without breaking the kiss. He won't let me touch him and he's not touching me; just torturing me with the 
heat of his kisses. He moves all the way on top of me and grinds himself into me drawing a deep groan out of 
the back of my throat. | raise my hips a little to press into him even harder and he purrs into my mouth. He 
never breaks the kiss, not once. His hips move with the grace of dancer as he rubs himself against me making 


me moan and whimper and strain against him trying to get more friction against my dick. 


He shifts slightly and props himself up on one elbow releasing my right hand and guides it down to his cock. | 


wrap my hand around him and begin to stroke him slowly and he makes a garbled noise against my lips and 
draws in a deep breath through his nose. | keep stroking him; relishing in the quiet moans that vibrate through 
his lips into mine. He reaches down with his own free hand and wraps his calloused fingers around my dick, 
matching his strokes with my own. | groan and he deepens our kiss even further; pressing his lips to mine hard 
and alternately kissing them softly and then sliding his tongue into my mouth. He softly licks the roof of my 
mouth and | whimper in surprise at the feeling; it tickles but it sends a searing pleasure through me that runs 
straight down to my groin and | moan loudly into his mouth. He withdraws his tongue and goes back to kissing 
me with his mouth closed. | gently bite his bottom lip and he opens his mouth and lets my tongue explore. He 
fights me for dominance for a while and then the hand wrapped around my shaft squeezes me a little harder 
and | arch my back towards him and moan with pure hedonistic pleasure which allows him to retake the upper 


hand and he nips my lip in triumph. 


| tighten my own grip on his cock and he groans heavily and starts fucking into my hand. | speed up my 
strokes a little and make sure to increase the pressure around the head of his cock every time my hand 
moves up and over it. His breathing hitches and his moans get louder and more frequent and he matches the 
pace of my hand with his own. | whimper loudly and he sucks my bottom lip into his mouth and sweeps his 
tongue over it gently drawing a pleasured sound from me. He lets go of my lip, returning to kissing me with 
our mouths closed but my god his kisses are still deep and so fucking hot! He starts to moan louder and more 
frequently and fucks my hand harder. He's gonna cum soon and he squeezes me harder; slightly twisting his 
hand when it reaches the head of my dick My own groans begin to get needier, more desperate as the 
pressure and tingling in my stomach and balls builds to a breaking point. 


He finally goes rigid above me and all but screams again my mouth as his cum shoots onto my stomach and 
chest and his hips rock hard up and into my hand as | milk his dick for every drop | can get out of him. Feeling 
him cum against me, his body contracting hard, the feeling of his pleasured groans vibrating through my lips 
and the feeling of his hand tightening around my cock in time to the spasms running through his body throws 
me over the edge and | whimper loudly and thrust into his hand hard as my hips buck up towards him. | groan 
loudly as my own cum mixes with his on my torso. When | feel like every fucking drop of cum has been 
drained from my balls | bat Izzy's hand away from my cock and he stills mine as well. | wince quietly against 
Izzy's lips and he kisses me softly for a few more seconds and then finally pulls away. | gasp and suck in air as 
| smile up at him; his dark brown eyes lit up with happiness looking down into mine. 


"Oh my fucking god that was good," Izzy sighs. 


"No shit," | reply quietly and brush his hair back out of his eyes. "So what do you think of my lips since you 
took them for the longest test drive ever? We're both going to have some explaining to do tomorrow at band 


practice as to why our lips are bruised black and blue!" 


"No, we won't have to explain, they'll know exactly what we've been doing!" Izzy laughs. What | think is that you 
have the softest, fullest, sweetest tasting lips that I've ever been allowed to kiss and they're so pretty to look 
at too. | think that | could happily kiss those lips every day for the rest of my life, thats what | think," he 
growls jokingly. Now, be still while | find something to clean you off with." 


He starts wiping me down with a warm, damp towel that he brings out of the bathroom and | sigh sleepily and 
smile at his touch, he's always so gentle when he touches me unless we're fucking and then all bets are off. 
But right now he's carefully wiping down my torso, cleaning off the cum and the sweat. He dries me off with a 
second towel and then starts to get up to take the towels back into the bathroom but | reach out and stop 
him; sitting up and pulling him into my arms and holding him close to me. His arms wrap around me and return 
my hug and he lays his head tiredly on my shoulder. | reach up and stroke his soft blue-black hair and lean 
my cheek against the top of his head. "I love you Izzy," | whisper to him. 


"I love you too Slash. l'm gonna love you forever baby doll," he murmurs happily. 
lm always going to love you too," | reply and he sits up and gives me a soft kiss. 


"Thanks for the test drive beautiful," he says and laughs. Fuck | love his smile. He comes back to the bed and 
props himself up on some pillows to watch TV and smoke, sharing his cigarette with me. | curl up beside him; 
my pillows next to his stomach, my arm around his waist, my legs tangled up with his. | start to doze while he 
watches Knight Rider reruns. He reaches down and starts softly stroking my hair and whispers "Good night 


sweetness," as my eyes close in sleep. 


Izzy Remembers Part | 


| zzy 


Slash's body relaxes into sleep beside me as | run my fingers through his soft hair. | watch him sleep for a 
few minutes thinking about how beautiful he is and how happy | am with him. Things have come a long way in 
some respects and in others it's been one step forward two steps back. Like the actual physical side of our 
relationship has built itself back up; especially since he'll let me make love to him now and it's truly a give and 
take relationship. We spend a ridiculous amount of time in bed; it's like neither one of us can get enough of the 
other. | want him all the time every day and even when we're out or working or whatever | don't like to let go 
of him. He seems to feel pretty much the same way, always holding my hand when he can and leaning on me 
to play every now and then onstage. If we can get away with more than hand holding then we're always 
cuddled up together which gets us a lot of eye-rolling from our bandmates and jokes about how they gag on 
how sweet we are to each other but their teasing isn't mean, as long as we're happy then they're happy for 


us. 


Slash seems to trust me completely as well. | know it was really hard for him in the beginning; he harbored 
some major resentment towards me for what he saw as me basically abandoning him; breaking his heart and 
leaving him to be abused by Axl. | get where he's coming from and | understand why he feels that way and 
it's still something that | feel guilty about every day because | more or less agree with him in a way. | feel like 
| turned him on to guys, cut him out of my life at the first sign of problems without talking to him about it 
and then he spent months being abused by Axl; but | was hurting so much myself from losing him that | 
turned my hurt into anger and | ignored the whole thing and got high. | knew how Axl operated and how 
manipulative and sadistic he could be and | feel like | should have warned Slash, or watched what was happening 
between them for signs that Axl was hurting Slash in some way. What Axl was after initially was me but when 
he couldn't get that he got back at me by taking Slash and letting me watch as he slowly broke him down and 
destroyed any shred of hope in both of us that we might ever be together again Axl is seriously a 


sociopathic, sadistic, mother fucker. 


He is the king of manipulators; abusive and controlling one minute then crying and begging forgiveness the next. 
When he's in his begging for forgiveness mood he's all gentle and sweet but he can be one of the meanest, 
scariest people | know; it can happen in seconds too. Sweet and loving one second; punching your lights out the 


next and you never know when it's going to happen. 


Axl can also be a really good friend. He's a good listener most of the time, he's smart, he likes having in depth 
conversations about an endless number of things he's passionate about, he's a good story teller and will really 
go out on a ledge for people he loves and that love him in return. In high school he was one of the only friends 
| had after moving to Indiana from Florida with my mom. | fucking hated Indiana, nothing but small town, 
judgmental, nobodies who had nothing better to do than talk about their neighbors. | was a total outcast with 
my long hair and gypsy clothes. So was Axl with his temper and long hair and the crazy shit he did. He was 
the fucking town delinquent and so was his father before him from what | hear. 


| knew from the time that | was Il or I2 that there was something different about me. When all of my friends 
started being interested in girls | found that | liked looking at both boys and girls. | wasn't about to tell anyone 
that but it was the truth. People act like it's a choice to like someone of the same sex; it isn't, you're just 
born that way, it's a part of who you are. Am | choosing to be with Slash? Yes but no more than | would be if 
| was with a woman, You choose to be in a relationship with someone or to marry someone but you're 
attracted to someone purely by instinct. When someone turns your head and ignites a fire inside of you it's 
not something you planned, it just happens. | could no more control what | felt for Slash the first time | met 
him than | could which direction the wind blew in | took one look at him and heard the notes coming out of his 
guitar and | was fucking done for. When | got to talk to him later that afternoon and found out how smart and 
easy going he was it only fueled my fire. Slash was branded onto my soul from that day forward. | like that 
idea because that's how it felt; like someone had taken a branding iron and inscribed his name permanently 
somewhere so deep inside of me that it changed my very being forever. There was no way that I'd ever not 
be affected by him, even if we had never gotten together | would never forget the way he made me feel so 


alive. 


It was like that with Axl too; only he wasn't Axl back then, he was just Billy. The first time | saw him he was 
being chased down the hall by a bunch of teachers screaming like a maniac. | don't know what the fuck he'd 
done but whatever it was they sure as hell weren't happy about it! | laughed so hard | cried as | watched 
them all running down the hall and around the corner. Later | found out that he was in my English class and 
was a really talented writer. We got to know each other and became pretty good friends; he didn't have many 
of those and neither did |. | also knew the second we spoke to one another that he was going to impact my life 
in some major way. He was handsome, smart, rebellious,and he stirred up things inside of me in a way that 


took me years to sort out. 


The closer we became the more | realized how wrong something was in his life. He always looked tired and his 
family forced him and his sister and brother into attending church almost daily. Sometimes I'd see bruises on 
his arms or legs but the kid rode a bike all over town so | never really thought much about it; its not like he 
was coming to school with black eyes. | knew that his parents were super religious and wouldn't let him listen 
to much on the radio or watch much TV but his step-dad was a preacher so it never occurred to me that he 


was abusing his kids; he was supposed to be a man of God. 


My parents never really hit my brothers or me; only when we were little and had done something dangerous 
or outright defiant or rude did we get spanked. After my parents split up my mom got really depressed and 
we had to move back to her home town where my grandparents lived because she couldn't afford to live on 
her own in Florida. The depression only got worse when we got to Indiana and sometimes she couldn't even get 
out of bed. She had terrible headaches that seem to have passed on to me and although | didn't know it at the 
time her doctor prescribed Valium for her to alleviate her anxiety and stress but she was addicted to it and 
didn't really know it. She was so down that it probably never even crossed her mind, she just knew that if she 
took her pills like the doctor said to she felt better and slept a lot. Besides people didn't talk much about 


addiction back then. Lots of women back then took pills for their "nerves." 


Mom may have left me to basically raise my little brothers but she never, ever hit me after | was about 10 


years old. She loved us and she did the best she could considering the state of her mental health. Mom went 


back to work as a secretary when we moved to Indiana and made a decent salary working for a lawyer. My 
grandparents helped out and we rented a comfortable little cape-cod style house in a run down part of town, It 
wasn't a bad place to live, just older, smaller houses but it beat the old factory housing tracts a few blocks 
away. The truly nice parts of town were all across the river near the university. The kids from that side of 
the river drove nice cars and dressed in brand name clothing and were usually stuck up. They didn't like 
hanging around those of us who lived in the poorer section of town; you know because being poor is like a 


disease they could catch or something. 


| dated a girl from that side of the town once in high school and she was into me because she thought | was a 
bad boy from the wrong side of the tracks, or river in this case | guess. Her parents didn't like my long hair 
and the loud music | liked to play in the car when | picked her up. | drove a piece of shit that | had saved up 
for working at the grocery store as a stock boy. | started saving money the minute | got a job so that one 
day | could get out of that fucking town and move to somewhere else, anywhere else, but | already knew that | 
would probably end up in LA because the music scene there was awesome and all I've ever wanted to do was 
make music. Anyway, that girl and a few others lost their virginity in the backseat of that old car but her 
parents eventually came between us. Too bad, she had been a nice girl. Clueless about life outside of a small 
town but rice and really pretty. But even when | was dating girls | knew | was attracted to Billy. 


The first time he came to my house in the middle of the night he scared the fuck out of mel | was sleeping 
and all of a sudden someone was knocking on the window and woke me up from a dead sleep. | jumped about 3 
feet in the air when | saw the pale face standing outside until | realized who it was. | opened the window and he 
crawled in. "What are you doing here?" | asked, motioning for him to keep quiet and not alert my mom to what 


was going on. 
"I can't go home right now, my stepfather's drunk and he threw me out!" he whispered. 
"What? Are you serious? You're IS! He can't just throw you out!" | protested. 


"Sure he can," Axl said and lifted the back of his shirt so | could see the bruises and bloody spots on his back 
where his step father's belt had struck him. 


"Fuck man! | hissed. "He did that to you?" 
"Yeah, does it all the fucking time," Axl answered. 


At that second an overwhelming desire to take care of Billy took hold of me. | just wanted to help him and keep 
him safe. "Stay here, I'll be right back ok?" | told him and headed down the hall to the bathroom. | swiped some 
cotton balls and alcohol and Band-Aids from the medicine cabinet along with a couple of Tylenols and filled the 
glass on the sink with water. | took all of the stuff back to my room and gave Billy the pain relievers and 
cleaned the wounds on his back with the alcohol and the cotton balls and then covered them in Band-Aids. | 
handed him some pajamas and he slept on one side of my double bed and | slept on the other. In the morning | 
gave him a clean shirt and a toothbrush and he took a shower and got ready for school with the rest of us. 


My mom never got up and got us ready, she was too depressed to get out of bed before noon, things had 
gone really badly between her and my dad which is how we ended up there in the stupid fucking town where 
my grandparents lived. Not that my mother would have cared if he was there but she damn sure would have 
had questions as to why he showed up in the middle of the night. We stopped by his house and he snuck in his 


bedroom window and grabbed his backpack and we walked to school from there. 


School was always interesting with Axluh Billy around. People would call him things like "Preacher's kid," or 
"white trash punk" "long haired faggot." Teachers called him a slacker, a lazy troule maker, shit like that 
because he would rarely turn in his homework and it pissed them off when he would ace every test he took 
when he actually showed up for class. Sometimes he'd ignore the taunts from the other kids but other times 
it was like a demon buried deep inside him was allowed to surface for a few minutes and he would jump on 
whoever called him names and beat the living fuck out of them! It didn't matter if they were bigger than him, 
Billy fought like a fucking tiger mixed with a street thug gang member! He lost a lot of fights but he always 
left his mark on whoever was dumb enough to provoke him. After we started being friends I'd fight with him 
to defend him against guys who were bigger than him, especially ones that | knew were total fucking morons. 
I've always hated those type of guys; guys who are bigger than everyone else but not so smart and try to 
compensate for it by being mean. Not everyone's a genius, that's ok, doesn't mean you have to be an asshole 


and belittle other people to prove you're a man. 


Billy and | cruised around town in my piece of shit car, swiped beer and cigarettes from the store where | 
worked and drove my neighbors and my mom crazy blasting loud music out of the stereo in my bedroom. Billy 
worked at the gas station around the corner from where | worked. Neither job was bad, the people we worked 
for were all pretty nice and they all knew our parents along with the parents of anyone else that worked 
there. You can't get away with shit in a small town because everyone knows everyone else and they didn't 
hesitate to call the parents of any kid that's seen doing anything that could cause trouble. Its kind of nice if 
you're a parent | guess and trying to keep your kid on the straight and narrow but it's a pain in the ass if 
you're a teenager. But the downside of all of that is that if someone from a small town has a reputation for 
something people's perceptions of them never change. If you're a delinquent and the kid that starts fights and 
throws beer bottles against the sidewalk when you're angry then that's what they'll see you as for your 
whole life. If you're a paragon of the community then people won ‘t ever believe anyone who says something to 
the contrary. That's how Billy's step-dad got away with everything he did to them, people saw him as a hard 
working (if a bit fanatical) Pentecostal minister so he could do no wrong, especially not in a Bible beating town 
like Lafayette. A preacher would never beat the shit out of his kids and sexually abuse his daughter; it was 
just unheard of in the minds of people there. 


Billy kept showing up at my house more and more often, things were escalated as we got older and our 
teenage hormores kicked in big time and desire for rebellion grew. He slept over at my house every weekend 
after work; heading home in time to get dressed up for church. He sang in the choir there with his brother 
and sister, it was the only redeeming part of church for him at that point, being able to sing. The two of us 
got together with a couple of other dudes and formed a band and we played at parties and a few bars. | was 
the drummer but | also taught myself how to play the guitar and | wrote any original music that we sang 
along with Axl. We could spend hours writing music; me playing the guitar and both of us trying out different 
lyrics and singing the melodies we created. | can sing and | know it but Billy had this voice inside of him, or 


several maybe but he could change key and hit the lowest notes and then turn around and shriek out 
something like a banshee! | knew there was something amazing inside of him and that one day, if he ever got 


the fuck out of Lafayette he was going to be something great. So was | but | knew Axl was going to be bigger. 


Izzy's memories part 2 


The summer before our junior year of high school Axl and | found an old hunting shack out in the woods. It 
was falling down having been abandoned years ago but Axl and | worked to fix it up a little so that the floors 
and roof were solid and we put a padlock on the door. Two of the windows were still unbroken and we boarded 
up the third one. We brought some stuff out there, a battery powered radio and lots of extra batteries, 
flashlights, candles, matches, sleeping bags, water bottles, pornographic magazines, tissues for cleaning up the 
after effects of that following an episode where | jerked off to a picture of a busty blonde and then had 
nothing to clean the cum up with and had to try and use dried leaves to get it off of myself! We brought 
towels because we went and splashed around in a creek that ran near the cabin when it got too hot to lay in 
the dim, still air of the cabin in the summer. We also brought books and the summer that we found it we 
spent many nights there reading comic books, novels, and looking at porn. We'd sit out there and I'd play guitar 
and we'd sing and work on cover versions of Zepplin and Aerosmith songs. In the winter we put an old kerosene 
heater that was collecting dust in my basement out there so that if Billy needed a place to go and | wasn't 


home he could go there and be warm and comfortable. 


Being in that shack alone with him all day and sleeping beside him in my bed at night | started to notice things 
about Billy that | really liked | liked the way the sun hit his hair and turned it into shimmering, fiery gold. | 
loved his skinny frame and how his jeans would slide down and hang below his hip bones almost exposing the 
top of his cock but not quite. It was a game of hide and seek that frequently gave me a hard on | liked his 
intelligence and the way his mind could put together quick, smart-assed replies to comments made to him by 
other students or teachers who thought he was no good. | liked when he smiled with the right side of his 
mouth only which usually meant that some sort of mischief was about to go down. | think things became 
really obvious to me one night though when Billy was asleep on my bed and | rolled over to face him, still half 
asleep, and his lips were almost touching mine. | jerked awake and snorted and moved away but my dick woke 
up too and wouldn't go back to sleep. | finally had to go to the bathroom to uh "alleviate" my problem and it 


was Billy's face that | saw in my mind when | came. 


After that night | started paying more attention to everything Billy did: the way he moved, like a wary animal, 
always out on the lookout for something. | liked the way he could grow a fine, red, beard if he wanted to and | 
couldn't grow facial hair for shit. When he sang a lot of times he would close his eyes and just get lost in the 
music and he was beautiful then and | could tell that at those times when he closed his eyes, even if it was 
just for a second, that he had escaped Lafayette and all that it entailed in his mind. He was beautiful when he 
escaped the confines of his mind that way, to this day its the only time | know for sure that his soul has 


found stillness; but it never lasts. 


| think Billy caught on to the fact that | was looking at him differently. | caught him glancing up at me 
questioningly a couple of times when he thought | wasn't looking. The first time we went swimming after | 
realized | had a crush on Billy | popped a major boner when | watched him peel his shirt off. Thankfully | was 
already in the water so he couldn't see but he kept bugging me to come out and jump in with him again but | 
told him that | just wanted to swim for a while which he accepted but l'm sure he was confused as to what 


the hell was up with me. He was distracted from figuring out what was going on with me though by finding 


out the name of his real father was William Rose. He had known since he was little and heard his mom and 
step dad fighting that Steven Bailey wasn't his real father; he heard the man tell his mother that she was 
"goddamn lucky that he adopted Billy because no one else in their right mind would have." But that summer he 
found a copy of his birth certificate while going through his mom's drawers looking for her valium so he could 
steal some and we could get buzzed out in the shack. | was standing guard in the kitchen on the lookout for 


anyone coming towards the front door and | just about jumped out of my skin when he yelled my name from 


the bedroom. 


"What?!" | yelled back as | ran towards the sound of his voice. When | got to the doorway he was just standing 
there in front of the mirror on his mom's dresser staring at a piece of paper in his hand; his shoulders 


heaving up and down as he panted as though he'd been running even though he'd been standing still. 


He turned towards me holding the paper out in his hand, offering it to me and he said "I know why my name is 
William." 


"What?" | asked him, confused as hell. 


"William, | know why my name is William; it was my father's name," he said and offerd the paper up for my 
inspection. | snatched it out of his hand and scanned the document a couple of times. Billy's real name was 
William Rose Junior. Rose..the name rang a bell in my head but | couldn't think of why right then, something 


my mom and grandma were talking about. Rose..hmmorn... 


"Billy | think my mom and grandma knew your father, | remember them talking once about a guy with the last 
name Rose, something about going to jail, uh, | think," | told him and then realized what | said. "I mean l'm not 
saying he was in jail l'm just saying that they were talking about jail and him at the same time, | mean." Billy 
stopped me by putting his finger to my lips. 


| know you weren't trying to say that, | just, let's get the fuck out of here; | need some time to think about 
things," he says and tosses me the bottle of valium which | quickly open and empty a few out of before | hand 
it back to him and he puts it back where he found it. He hangs onto the paper though and we leave the house 
through the back door and head towards the woods before anyone comes home to stop us. If Bill's mom comes 
home before we leave she'll have a bunch of chores for him to do and we'll never get out of the house and 
he's going to fucking explode if we have to stay in that house for longer than it takes to get from the 
bedroom to the backdoor. He grabbed his bike and | hopped on my skateboard and we got the fuck out of 
there. 


When we hit the tree line we hid the bike and the skateboard under the handicapped ramp behind the little 
church that sat on street that bordered the woods and then we took off like we were being chased, at least 
Billy did, | just followed him. When we got to the shack we were both out of breath, our chests heaving, sweat 
running down both of our faces and turning red from the heat. | unlocked the shack and dug out some water 
bottles from the box on the shelf that was built into the back wall. | chucked one towards him drank over half 
of mine in one long gulp. | poured the rest over my head to help cool myself off. | looked over at Billy and he 
was drinking out of his bottle. "Let's go swimming," he said to me and put his stole birth certificate on the 


shelf and weighed it down with the water bottle. 


"Ok cool, it's hot as fuck out today," | said and peeled off my clothes and changed into the swimsuit and flip 
flops | left in the little hovel. Billy changed into his own swim trunks and sandals we walked the hundred yards 
or so to the swinging rope that kids used to sail out over the river and splash down into the water. | don't 
know how long that rope's been there, forever | would guess but Billy and | had been using it along with half of 
the town since junior high just like our parents did and their parents did before them. Even though it was hot 
as hell there were surprisingly few kids there that day but | knew as soon as we came within sight of the 
rope that Billy was going to start a fight. There were a couple of jocks swimming and jumping off the rope; 
guys that Bill loathed and in the state of mind he was in | knew he would start trouble. 


Sure enough when we get to the rope Billy crossed his arms and glared over at the two other guys. Fuck, | 


didn't really feel like fighting today. "What're you looking at Bailey?" the taller guy asked. 
"Don't know, haven't figured that out yet," Bill hissed. 


The shorter guy took his turn on the rope and the one that was exchanging jabs with Axl stepped up onto the 
slope and grabbed the rope his friend threw back to him. The guy in the water swam out of the way and the 
big guy grabbed the big, old piece of hemp and readied himself for the jump. Before he left the bank he looked 
at Billy and said "You're next Bailey, better be careful | heard fairies melt in water!" 


As the guy swung out over the water Billy yelled after him "You had better watch out I'm coming after you 
mother fucker!" As soon as the rope came back towards the bank Bill grabbed it and swung out, letting go 
almost directly on top of the other guy, splashing the two jocks with water and probably scaring the fuck out 
of the one that almost got flattened. When he comes back up Billy and the two jocks start to go at it in the 
water they start pushing each other under the water and swinging wildly at one another. For a minute all 
three were a blur of water and fists but then the two jocks seemed to get the upper hand and the one he 
had been arguing with pushed Billy under the water. Bill thrashed around and came up gasping for air and then 
the other guy shoved him down. Billy kept fighting and they guys kept pushing him under. | had seen enough 
and | kicked off my shoes and jumped into the water followed by a friend of the two guys in the water with 
Billy. 


| reached them pretty quickly and yelled for them to let Billy go. One of the assholes looked up and | punched 
him and grabbed Billy's arm and pulled him up and against me. His chest heaved as he sucked in air and 
convulsed in my arms as | treaded water. "What the fuck are you guys thinking?!" | yelled and tried to keep 
Billy and myself afloat. 


"What the fuck is your friend thinking?" the guy yelled and lunged towards me but was pulled back by the boy 
who had jumped into the water with me. 


"Hey! All of you stop it! If somebody drowns we're all fucked! Now knock it of fl" the kid yelled. His friends 
begrudgingly agreed and | whacked the top of Billy's head to make sure he was conscious and could swim on his 


own. 


"Fucking stop it Isbelle!" he growled. Yep, he was just fine. 


"Hush up and swim on your own then!" | huffed at him and let him go. We followed the others back to the bank 
and the two jocks and their friend walked off in one direction and | grabbed our shoes and towels and we 
walked the other way. After walking for a few seconds in silence | looked at Billy and said "I know you're angry 
about your mom and step dad not telling you that you were named after your dad but it's a bad fucking idea 
to start a fight with guys twice your size in the water man" 


"Shut the fuck up!" Billy shrieked. "Fighting with the two of them has nothing to fucking do with finding out 
about my dad! That asshole was looking at me like | was a piece of shit back there! | couldn't let him just get 
away with it!" 


"Yeah, ok Billy, you just almost got held under the water until you drowned because a guy was looking at you 
funny," | snort and shake my head. "You can keep telling yourself that if you want to but stop trying to 
bullshit me. | know you and | knew as soon as you said you wanted to go swimming that if there was anyone 
there to fight with that you were going to start a fight; it's what you do when you're angry about something 


you can't control, you start some kind of trouble.” 


By this time we had walked back to the shack and were out of the blazing sun and back under the leafy 
canopy of trees. | watched as the light and shadows rippled across Billy's chest and hair; draping him 
alternating spots of grey dullness interspersed with the brilliance and shimmering red gold fire of his hair in 
the sun. He was beautiful and in that second he almost didn't look real; nothing that glowed the way he did in 
those few seconds in the spots of sunlight that filtered down through the leaves could be real. He stopped and 
looked at me-both of us frozen to the spot but for different reasons. | was frozen because | was holding my 
breath, blown away momentarily by the sight of him in the shifting light. He was frozen in shock, disbelieving 
that I'd called him on his shit and that | knew his game. "Fuck off Izzy! What the fuck would you know about 
how | feel about this shit with my dad? Huh? You're not me, how would you fucking know?!" he yelled, getting 


in my face. 


"Because Billy, | know you and | know how you operate," | answered and dug the pack of cigarettes out of the 

pocket of my shorts on the floor of the shack. | lit one and offered it to him but he shook his head. "You're 

angry and it also hurts that no one bothered to tell you the name of your own fucking dad or that you were 
named after him! They don't even know that you know he exists! For all they know you still think that fucker 
Bailey's your dad! But he's not! Do you know what that means?" | ask him and blow smoke up into the air. 


He looks at me and shakes his head; not grasping what l'm getting at. "What does it mean?" he asks me. 


"It means you're free dude. Bailey's not your dad, you know that for sure now! He can't tell you what the fuck 
to do for much longer and there's no reason for you to keep him in your life. It also lets you be whoever you 
want to be in a way, like you don't really have any role model that you need to take after you know? You're 
free man, you're not a Bailey, you're a fucking Rose, whatever the fuck that means! You're free dude!" | tell 


him and clap him the back. 


He just stares at me for a second and a smile starts to creep over his angry face. 
"lm free," he whispers as much to himself as to me. l'm free, I'm fucking free dude! I'm free!" He yells up into 
the trees. "Fuck Steven Bailey l'm fucking freeeeeeel" he yells. He whooped and pumped his fist into the air and 


throws his arms around my neck laughing. "I'm free Izzy! You're right, l'm fucking free!" 


"Yeah dude, | know!" | laughed and slung my arm back around him and hug him. | tried to do it casually and act 
like it's just a friendly hug but inside | was freaking out at the bodily contact-his chest pressed against mine, 
his arms around my neck, my hand touching the soft hair that hung down his back when | hugged him. “Fucking 
settle down Isbelle," | told myself. "Don't fucking think about it, just chill the fuck out and don't get hard!" | let 
go of him and dug a beer out from under a stack of blankets in the corner. | handed him one and grabbed one 
of my own. We cracked them open and toasted each other and proceeded to get drunk Note to self even all 
these years later-do not get drunk in the heat on warm beer; it will lead to crying, puking, and outright 
misery. 

As the evening wore on Axl and | got drunker and stupider and Axl got more and more emotional about things. 
After a long conversation about what my dad was like and what his dad might have been like he looked up at 


me and asked "Izz, do you think my dad would have loved me?" 


‘lm sure he would have Billy, I'm sure if he'd stuck around and gotten to know you he would have loved you to 
death. | don't know why he didn't stay, probably he was just too young and it was too overwhelming to deal 
with. Who knows Billy but if he was here today l'm sure he would love you," | told him. 


His eyes welled up with tears and he leaned over and hugged me hard. "Thanks Izzy," he said drunkenly. | 
hugged him back with all the drunken enthusiasm of every teenager alone in the dark with their crush in their 
arms; only Axl had no idea that he was the one | loved. Eventually we passed out. When | woke up in the 
morning | was leaning against the wall of the shack and Billy was asleep with his head in my lap with my arm 
draped across him. It was the first time | had ever woken up with another guy in my arms and it was Billy. | 
was ridiculously happy for a second until | remembered that he was only sleeping there because we had both 
passed out drunk after he cried for about an hour over the father he never met. At least he cried to me 
though and let me comfort him and not anyone else. My watch says it's 9:45 in the morning and it's Saturday 
which means our parents will be home and awake whenever we get there. We should probably get moving but 
not yet, | just want to savor the feeling of Billy in my lap for a few more minutes. | brush a strand of his 
soft, red hair back out of his face and it feels so good to touch it. | just sat there and ran my fingers 
through his hair until he woke up a few minutes later. 


‘Mmmm, what happened?" he groaned throwing his arm across his eyes to block out the sunlight that was 
blinding him and making his head hurt. He burrowed deeper into my lap and | rubbed his back in a way that 
seemed friendly but would comfort him. 


"We got drunk and passed out last night while we were talking about your dad, remember?" | ask him. 


‘Mmmmm." Another groan. "I fucking remember. Why the hell did we do that? | feel like shit this morning!” he 


laments. 


"| don't know, my fucking head's killing me," | complain. "I gotta go outside and take a piss, let me up." | tell him 
and he rolls off of me and | climb to my feet. He holds out his arm and | help him get up too and stumbles 
outside behind me, both of us cursing at the bright sunlight. We go pee on separate trees and then stumble 
back into the shack to take stock of the damage. Beer cans litter the floor and | quickly pile them into a paper 
grocery bag to drop into a dumpster on the way home. | grab out bathing suits and towels from the day 
before to take home and wash and other than that the place is pretty clean. "You want to come home with 
me?" | ask Axl knowing he'll say yes. He's got a change of clothes and a toothbrush that he leaves at my 
house so we don't need anything from his house; thank god we don't have to stop by that place. We throw on 
the sunglasses we had come out in yesterday and begin the walk home. | ditch the beercans in the dumpster 
behind the church on the way out of the woods and about IO minutes later we're walking through my front 


door. 


My mom's in the living room and she looks up as we walk in. "Jeffrey, are you ok? You weren't here when | 
got up this morning and why are you wearing sunglasses and, Jeffrey," she takes a closer look at Billy and | 
and tilts her head to one side. "Jeffrey, Billy, are you two hung over? Were you out drinking somewhere last 
night?" she asks sternly. I'm not going to lie to the woman, she puts a roof over my head and lets Billy stay 


here when he needs to and doesn't ask any questions. 


| look up at her guiltily and drop my shoulders. "Yeah," | answer. "I'm sorry mom. We were hanging out at the 
shack drinking and we just had too much." 
She sighs and shakes her head. "Well, at least you're here now and you're both fine. It's a good thing Billy's 


parents aren't looking for him. Go shower up, both of you! Do you want some breakfast?" she asks us. 
"You don't have to do that Mrs. Isbelle, we can eat cereal," Billy tells her. 


‘lm in the mood to cook, you should take advantage of it. I'll have some eggs and bacon done by the time you 


two are done in the bathroom," she says and walks towards the kitchen 
Billy and | walk back to my bedroom and he looks at me funny. "She's in a good mood," he comments. 


"Yeah, | know, it means she's going to crash later," | sigh and dig two towels and two wash cloths out of the 
linen closet in front of my room. | hand one to Axl and go into my room and dig his extra clothes out of the 
dresser along with some for me. "You can go first | tell him and | begin to start gathering clothes together to 
wash our swimsuits with so they'll be clean if we want to wear them later today or tomorrow. Axl started to 
get undressed and | turned around just as he grabbed the towel that | had sat on the dresser top to wrap 
around his waist. | got a full view of his ass and a side shot of his cock and then the towel was wrapped 
around his waist and he headed out of the room and down the hall to the bathroom. | was left with a hard on 
and a pounding heart. 

Things kind of stayed like that through the rest of the summer and into the early spring; furtive glances, little 
touches, he'd let me rub his hair at night when he laid next to me which | took as a good sign. Sometime 
during that year | swiped some porn magazines from the T-Il and one turned out to be full of guys for guys. 


Since they were all in brown paper when | stole them | couldn't see the covers until | brought them out in the 


shack. | was enthralled. | jerked off to that magazine too many times to count. | used the stories and the write 
in advice section to figure out how to have sex with another guy. It was like my manual for what | wanted to 
do with Billy but | didn't want him to find it so | took it home and hid it under my dresser. By then | was 
desperately in love with Billy or so | thought. He more or less dropped out of school, only showing up every 
now and then but | saw him outside of that; | was determined to graduate so | went to class every day and 
then headed down to the public library to meet him. He'd hang out in there all day reading and learning what 
he wanted to learn; he called it the school of William Rose. Whatever, | just missed his craziness in class every 
day. | missed seeing those pretty green eyes that were the color of the sea water in the Atlantic; that red 
hair that was somewhere between the color of copper and the color of flames. In my dreams at night | made 
love to him and then held his skinny form next to me afterwards. I'd always wake up the next morning with 
my underwear cold and wet where | had cum in my sleep. | wanted to tell him | loved him so badly, | was just 
afraid of how he'react. | thought that maybe if | just told him | could convince him to try it out. 

So, one night at the shack | got him drunk again. I'd been testing him for months. I'd told him everything | had 
learned about gay sex from the magazine | stole and he didn't look at me like | was from Mars; in fact he'd ask 
some questions. I'd been letting him lay in my lap and petting his hair when we watched TV or when we camped 
out in the shack. So the night | got him good and drunk for the second time since the summer was just a night 
like any other except that we had more beer than usual. | had told myself that tonight would be the night that 
| would tell him how | feel; | couldn't take it anymore, my heart was so filled with so many feelings towards 
Billy | thought it would burst. | loved him; for the first time in my young life | was in love and | wanted the 
object of my affections to love me back | never really considered that he wouldn't. So that night after | had 
consumed enough liquid courage | looked over at Billy and took a deep breath "Bill, | need to tell you something,” 
| managed to get out. 


"What?" he asked, smiling a drunken smile at me. 


"l, | think, no, | know that l'm in love with youl" | said in a rush. He looked taken aback so | took his surprise as 
a chance to lean over and cup his face in my hands and kiss him softly on the mouth. His reaction was not 
what | expected. He reared back and punched the daylights out of me. | sat there stunned for a second and he 
took advantage of that to punch me several more times. | winced and tried to pull away but he shoved me 
down onto the floor. "Billy stop!" | pleaded. | looked up into his eyes and liquid fear ran through my body. Billy 
wasn't there, he wasn't behind those eyes; nothing was. Then something evil seemed to settle behind them. This 
evil thing threw me down on the ground and held me there, it felt like it was lOxs stronger than Billy and it 
soon had my belt and my pants open and pulled down around my knees. "No Billy, please stop, don't do this!" | 
begged and tried to fight him off buy | got no response except for a dark laugh. He rolled me over onto my 
stomach and spread me open, spitting on my ass. | tried to get away but he held me in place so tightly that | 
couldn't move. | felt the head of his dick pressing against my ass and | asked him again to stop, | said no, | 
screamed for help but it was no good, nobody could hear me scream. Suddenly | felt a searing pain, the worst 
pain of my life up until then as he viciously thrust himself inside of me. | screamed this high pitched scream 
of pain and absolute terror and begged him to stop but he didn't; he kept on fucking me making me bleed and 
hurting me with every thrust. The more | cried the harder he thrust, shoving my torso down into the dirt 
floor and holding me there. When | started to sob he laughed that evil laugh again and started moving harder 
and faster and | was in agony. Then he suddenly froze; going rigid and then groaning and continuing to slide in 


and out of me as he rode me through his orgasm. 


When he was done he climbed off of me; pushing my crumpled, bleeding, body away in disgust. He leaned 
against the wall and | curled up into myself on the floor and cried. | looked up at him and his eyes were blank 
again. A few minutes later he seemed to wake up from whatever trance he had been in. He looked around, saw 
me bleeding and crying on the floor and was instantly by my side. "Izzy what the hell?" he asked me; looking me 
over frantically and realizing that my pants were down around my knees and that | was bleeding. Then he 


realized that his pants were around his knees and that his dick was covered in blood, my blood. 
"Izzy what happened? Did | do this? What did | do to you? Oh my god Izzy, are you ok? What do | do?" 


"I kissed you Billy, told you | loved you and you went crazy and started hitting me. Then you, um," | can't finish 
| just start crying again. 


"l, | can't remember! | can't remember anything after you saying that you had something you wanted to tell 
me! Why can't | remember? Am | really as fucking crazy as people think | am?" he asked starting to panic. He 
fixed his pants and picked me up, fixing my own pants and sat me in his lap, cradling my head on his chest and 
we both laid there and cried until we had nothing left. | clung to him like a life raft and he gripped me just as 
hard. We were both terrified He had just forced himself on me pretty violently and he didn't even remember. | 
knew | had seen something in his eyes that wasn't him. It was terrifying and heart breaking for both of us. 
"Izzy," he sobbed, "you're my best friend, I'd never hurt you on purpose, I'm so sorry Izzy, | can't believe | did 


this, I'm so sorry, it wasn't me, | don't know what happened, you have to believe me!" 


"Oh, | believe you, you weren't there when | looked in your eyes, there was a monster behind them instead." He 
yelps and starts to shake in fear. For some reason | wrap my arms around him tighter knowing that just as | 
showed him the most vulnerable part of me that night he accidentally showed me the most vulnerable part of 
himself, his mind that he sometimes had no control over. | know now as an adult that he suffers from 
disassociative disorder and he blacks out when things are happening that he can't process because he was 
sexually abused. But at the time | was just a terrified, broken hearted kid who'd been attacked. "Billy," | 


whispered, will you take me home? l'm scared out here now." 


"Yeah, I'll take you home, | know what you mean about being scared out here right now" He got up and he held 
me up as we shuffled through the streets; stopping and holding me steady each time | groaned in pain, tears 
leaving his eyes each time. We climbed in my bedroom window and | went straight to the bathroom and took a 
shower and some pain relievers. He went right after me and we went to sleep in the same bed. We didn't speak, 
we just went to bed. | woke up later though and he was curled up around me like he was afraid | might 
disappear in the night. | just closed my eyes and cried some more until | fell asleep again. It was the most 
fucked up situation | had ever been in up until that time. 


Billy spent the next few months playing the same games with me that he played with Slash during their 
relationship. He would be all loving one minute and abusive the next, slapping me, calling me names, telling me 
what a loser and a faggot | was. We never fucked again, | wouldn't let him near me and | could tell he was just 
as confused by the whole thing as | was. We kissed a few more times but even though | was still in love with 
him | was disgusted with myself when | would kiss him. It was weak, me kissing my rapist; but | lived for those 


nights that he would crawl through my window and hold me tightly in his arms. | finally caught him in that 
shack with another boy, fucking him willingly and loving every second of it. Why couldn't he have been that 
way with me? Why did he have to attack me the way he did? Why couldn't he have just loved me back if he 
was just going to fuck other guys anyway? | left town later that week and never looked back. 

When he showed up on my doorstep in LA | thought | was going to throw up. | was a different person by then 
but | still remembered the love and the fear he made me feel. | let him in and hung out with him for a little 
bit but | left after about a half an hour and went to score because having him around fucked with my head 
so badly. When | came back he was asleep on the couch. He stayed, we formed a band, and we never talked 


about what happened between us ever again. It was if we had a silent agreement to act like we had amnesia 


about the whole incident. 


After arriving in LA and meeting Nikki and everything that happened there | was terrified when it came to sex, 
especially with Axl hanging around reminding me every time | saw him of the things he did to me. The night 
Joe Perry started making out with me and took me back to his place | wasn't really sure what to do or what | 
wanted. It took a lot of drugs to get of the courage to sleep with him and he kept trying to get me to stop 
because he could tell | was terrified but | was determined not to let my fear control me. He worked really 
hard to get me to settle down, put me in the Jacuzzi tub with him and lighting candles all over the bathroom, 
he massaged my shoulders, skimmed his fingers over every part of my body while kissing me as softly as he 
could and finally, after all of that, | surrendered to him and it was one of the best fucking things | ever did. 
Joe knew how to make love and make sure that you had just as good of a time as he did. He was fucking 
amazing. | came so hard so many times that night that thought | was fucking floating on a cloud. | left in the 
morning before he woke up, | wasn't ready to deal with that shit, having a relationship and stuff, being fuck 
buddies was good enough for me. Joe was everything | had been looking for Axl to be except that he wasn't 
Axl and | didn't love him, | just liked having sex with him and he was cool with that. 

When | met Slash | knew my heart was done for though. He was so hot the day he and Steven came in to 
audition and | wanted to do so many dirty things to him. There was also this air of innocence about him; 
something that told me he'd never been with guys and he'd never been through any sort of trauma the way 
Axl and | had. | wanted that, | wanted that sweetness that was in him and | wanted to care for him. | was in 
love with him before | ever laid a hand on him. When | kissed him | was afraid he was gonna go crazy like Axl 
did in the back of my mind but he didn't. He was and is nothing like Axl. He's gentle and intelligent and caring 
and he loves with his whole heart; there's no part of him that's cut off from me. That changed for a few 
months after Axl attacked him and he still has lots of dark days when | can tell that he's not quite with me. 
But now that | know what really went on in their relationship and there are no secrets between us he's back 
to loving me open heartedly again and | love him the same way, only | feel fiercely protective of him. | will 
never let anyone or anything hurt him so badly ever again. | can't protect him from every slight and every 
hurt but | can protect him from predators and users and I'll do it until the day | die. He's my everything, my 
light in the darkness, and | can't lose him or let anything bad happen to him; | love him too much for that. 


l'm brought out of my haze of memories and ruminations by Slash stirring beside me. He shifts around, 
adjusting his body when | move my shoulder and leg. | look down at him and stroke his hair softly as he 
resettles himself and he makes a tiny sound of acknowledgement. "Shh," | soothe him, "sleep baby doll, just 
sleep." He stills after a few seconds and | feel him relax into my body and | know he's sleeping again. He's so 


warm and sweet next to me and when | look at him lying there absolutely peaceful in my arms a surge of love 


rips through my chest that makes me either want to smile like an idiot or sob, I'm not sure which. "Fuck 
Isbelle," | find myself thinking, "He's made you go soft. 'm not sure how you got this lucky but you've got the 
most beautiful, precious thing in the world laying in your arms." Suddenly it hits me like a ton of bricks and a 
lightning bolt all at the same time: Axl pushing Slash underwater, Axl being pushed underwater by those bullies 
in the river; it's like he was re-inacting the scene with him as the aggressor instead of the victim. | wonder if 
it was intentional and it gave Axl some sort of feeling of power to be able to do what was done to him to 
somebody else. Maybe it didn't start as that but I'd be willing to bet money that's how it ended, I'm sure at 
some point Axl remembered what had happened to him. That makes me sad and very angry at the same time. 
| hurt for the kid being shoved under the water by bigger kids that day almost IO years ago but the whole 
thing makes me angry because that same kid did what was done to him to another person knowing full well 
how frightening the whole thing was. Anger flashes through me and | clench my fists and my jaw which is 
followed by a jolt of pain that sears through my head. | throw my hands up to my temples and groan. | turn 
my head to the side and another sharp pain knifes through my skull. 


| try and keep still, hoping that if | don't move the pains will go away. Fucking stress migraines! Axl, or thinking 
about Axl is generally the biggest cause of them. Pain continues to throb through my head, blocking out 

everything else and | groan and move a little, trying to alleviate the horrible, pounding feeling. Slash must have 
heard me groan and woken up because | feel him start to stir again and then he's sitting up above me looking 


down worriedly. 


"Hey baby, what's wrong? Are you ok Izzy?" he asks quietly, his voice laced with concern and worry as he 


reaches over and strokes my cheek. 
"My head," | groan and curl up into a ball. 


"My poor, sweet gypsy, he whispers and bends down and kisses me. I'm going to go get your medicine ok?" he 


tells me. "Ill be right back." 


| whimper quietly as a reply and he goes into the bathroom and quickly comes back with a glass of water, a 
bottle of pills, and a cold rag to lay across my forehead. He opens the bottle and hands me two pills and helps 
me drink them down with some water. He sits the stuff on the nightstand and leans back into the headboard 
propped up on a pillow and carefully lifts my head into his lap. He drapes the cold rag over my forehead and 
eyes to block out the light and cool me down and his fingers begin to work their way through my hair to 
massage my head; loosening the tight muscles and bringing some relief with every touch of his fingers. He 
whispers to me, soothing, sweet words dripping from his lips as his fingers work their magic. | just whimper 


and try to be as still as possible. 


"What happened |zz? What were you thinking about?" he asks me quietly, knowing my headaches are brought 
on by stress. "What made this happen beautiful?" 


"Axl, | was thinking about Axl, about growing up with Axl, about what went wrong," | whisper. "I was watching 
you with Steven tonight and then we were talking about when the two of you were kids and you know | miss 


my friend, | miss that person, but he's gone, he disappeared and turned into the monster | saw that night he 


attacked me." | start to cry harder and before | know it I'm sobbing. 

Slash pulls me up against his chest and | bury my face in his neck and cry, | just let go of everything and cry 
like | haven't cried in a long time. I've cried plenty over the past few months but for Slash, not for myself. | 
melt into his loving arms and sob so hard it rocks my whole body sending fresh jolts of pain through my head. 
Slash just holds me, rocking me in his arms, cradling me like a baby, telling me he loves me, that it's ok to cry, 
that l'm going to be ok; trying to soothe me with his words and his soft touches and strong arms. He knows | 
just need to cry until I'm done though. Everything that's been building inside of me for the past several 
months after Slash was hurt, before that even, all the pain of our breakup and then dealing with his rape; it 
all hits me like a wrecking ball slamming into my body. The guilt | feel because it was Axl who attacked him, 
Axl who manipulated us both, the same Axl who had raped and abused me years before. l'm so ashamed that | 
didn't protect Slash from him, I'm so ashamed over what Axl did to me. So much guilt and shame and outright 
pain pours out through my sobs. My sweet baby doll just holds on, keeping me close to him, letting me know 
that | was anchored and safe and protected by his love. 


Eventually my sobs subsided and | felt better; not so full of regret and sadness but my head was still 
pounding. Slash cleaned my face off with the washcloth he had brought out for my forehead and kissed both 
of my cheeks. "Better?" he asked me looking into my eyes; searching for the truth no matter what | opened 


my mouth and said. 


"A little," | admitted quietly, "but my head still hurts so bad baby doll. Will you get me a couple of sleeping pills 
from the bathroom please and keep rubbing my head?" 

"Sure baby, lay here and I'll be right back," he whispers and gets up and goes into the bathroom coming back 
with two pills in his hand. He sits me up, hands me the glass of water again and then lays me down in his lap 
once I've swallowed the pills. He starts working on my head again; the pressure of his fingers making me groan. 
It's nice to get back the kind of care that I've been giving him for the past few months. | think back to when | 
had pneumonia and he took care of me; always patient, always gentle, showing me every day he spent caring 
for me how much he loved me and how to care for someone else when they couldn't take care of themselves. 
If that hadn't happened | don't know if | would have known exactly what to do with him when he was hurting. I'd 
never had to take care of someone that way and no one had ever bothered to do what he did for me. Those 
two weeks had made me fall even more in love with him and made it hurt even worse when whatever 
happened in that kitchen with Axl went down. Whatever; it doesn't matter anymore. All that matters is that | 
have him back. | turn over on my side in his lap and nuzzle my face against his belly and move my arms up 
around his waist and whimper and stiffen up when the movement causes my head to pulse with pain 


"Shh Izzy, be still and go to sleep, you'll be ok when you wake up," he says quietly and continues his 
ministrations on my aching head. 


The sleeping pills start to kick in and | start to drift away. "Thank you baby doll," | murmur. 


"Shh, you don't have to thank me. You take care of the people you love and | love you," he tells me and softly 
strokes my cheek. | reach up and hold his hand against my face and let myself fall into the abyss of relief 
that sleep brings. 


